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FROM THE OTHER SIDE.

CHAPTER L

“Boar ahoy !” cried a gentleman in hot haste, as, running fast,
he reached the quay on the Devonshire side of the Torpoint
Passage.

“The ferry-boat has just started, sir,” said a boatman ; “and
she won’t be back for half an hour good.”

“Then I shall lose the mail !” exclaimed the gentleman, in a
tone of intense vexation.

“1 can row you across, sir, in time to catch her.”

“Out with your boat sharp then, my man ¥’

“ All right, sir—she'll be ready in two minutes.”

The traveller watched the adjusting of the gear and launching
of the boat with a curious impatience. He was a young fellow
of about twenty-two, tall, handsome, and full of health. He had
never overworked his brain, and was not given to nervous.fancies,
yet at that moment he was filled with an ugly foreboding that the
loss of the ferry-boat would bring misfortune.

“ And I rode so hard to catch it !” he said to himself.

This mental ejaculation increased the strange anxiety within
him, and his feverish desire to hurry across the river grew
stronger,

“ How long the fellow is !” he cried: “ His two minutes are
growing to ten.” »

He took out his watch, and was observing with wonder that
only three minutes had elapsed, when a quick step made him look
round. Then he started and turned away suddenly, with a flush
rising on his face. b

“ 1t is the same queer customer that I out-raced on the road.
By jove, the fellow can’t be going into Cornwall too !”
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“ Boat is ready, sir.’

“S80 am 1,” returned the young man, jumping into it instantly.
“ Pull away for your life !”

The boatman, with the oars in his hands, was just dipping them
into the water, when the stranger who had a moment . before
arrived on the pier sprang into the boat, and with a quiet smile
on his lips, took his seat opposite to the young travellor.

“1 beg your pardon—1I have hired this hoat,” he observed, in
an angry tone,

“Pray excuse the liberty I take in intruding on you,” returned
the other, in a courteous and strangely sweet voice. “1 have lost
the ferry-boat like yourself, and my “presence will not, I hope, in-
convenience you. It will be a gain to the poor man. Half a
guinea, boatman, for your best speed.”

What could Harold Olver say? He repressed a burning de-
sire to hurl the intruder into the sea, and answered with a sort of
civil sullenness that he was welcome,

“There is no time fora row,” he said to himself. “I should
lose the mail if T stopped to fling the fellow into the tide.”

The boatman rowed hard ; the sweat poured from his hrow, the

muscles of his strong arms quivered ; he seemed to be straining -

every nerve, and his eyes had a strange dilated look.

Harold glanced at him with a little bewilderment, and told
himself that he was over-anxious to earn that unlucky half-
guinea,

As the twilight deepened, a gray shiver crept over the water
with a chill breeze which roughened it, and the waves, rising he
fore it rapidly, made rowing difficult. The man only rowed the
harder, and his fixed eyes seemed to gather terror with every
stroke of his stout ears.

“I'll take an oar if you like,” said Harold Oliver, lovking at
him with the same odd bewilderment in his mind. “This capful
of wind seems to give you half a scare.’ .

The man made no reply, but by a metion of his o)vh(l% in-
dicated an extra oar lying at the bottom of the boat. As Harold
rose quietly to reach it, the intrusive passenger began to whistle
softly.

“ histling raises the wind—so sailors say,” observed Harold ;
“and we have enough already. What do you say to putting up
a sail, boatman 7’

The man only shook his head, and Harold, in his light-hearted
way, answered his question himself
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FROM THE OTHER SIDE. b

“ Ah, of course it wouldn’t do! With wind and tide both
rushirig up the river, we should make Saltash instead of Torpoint
if we sailed.”

With a cool air Harold dipped his oar into the sea ; but in the
momentary cessation of the boatinan’s efforts, ‘as he changed sides
and dropped one oar, the boat quivered and was spun round by
the tide, with her bow turned from the Cornish shore.

“Give way, sir!” cried the man angrily. “ There's a,squall
coming.”

A sudden rush of wind swooped upon them as he spoke, and
the boat, being broadside to the waves, was nearly turned over,
while Harold was flung from his seat, and the oar swept from his
grasp like a straw. For an instant the frail craft was at the
mercy of the sudden storm, but the sailor silently recovered his
dropped oar, and brought her head round to the wind with a few
swift and steady strokes,

“1 think you had better sit still, sir,” he said to Harold, as
that young ;.(ontluman‘"dtlw v(l himself up a little ruefullly ; “I
haven’t another oar to spsln'

“ Oh, I'll pay you for the one I have lost !” returned / Harold,
with a laugh. * But, all the same, row away. We lnw Iust
time, and we seem to lmve drifted far above. 'lmpmut

This was true, and it was only dimly through the sea-mist and
gathering darkness that the opposite shore loomed out, with the
large ferry-boat faintly visible, discharging her passengers on the
hard. .

Harold glanced towards it anxiously, while the oarsman took
a swift look, and bent again to his work with the furious ene rgy
and odd scare about Imn which the excitemeut of the squall h: Wd
for a time quelled. The cool stranger meanwhile continued to
whistle softly the same weird air which through the wikl rush of
the wind had fallen distinctly on the ear; and now the small
sharp piping sound, as it beat on Harold’s brain, filled him with
an irritating sense of something forgotten yet familiar—a thing
for which the mind groped dimly, as for a lost path in darkness.

“ Ah,” he exclaimed suddenly, “I remember now-you must
have picked up that queer old tune in Syria ?”

“Yes,” said the other, raising his dark eyes for the first time
to Harold’s face. “ Have you been in Syria ¢”

“1 am sorry to say I have; and my rascally Arabs used to
howl that tune outside my tent till I hated the sound of it.”
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# Ed
“That is curious ; it is an air of the Crusaders. Languages
die, but a tune lives always.”

This remark elicited no reply from Harold, who was peering
earnestly forward towards the shore.

“ We shall miss the mail !” he cried. * Surely I see the horses
being led out.”

“The coachman will wait if he sees us, sir,” said the Lboatman,
in his hurried scared voice.

“ But the night is growing black as pitch-—he won’t see us!”
cried Harold excitedly. “I wish you would stop whistling,” he
added, in an angry tone, to the stranger—*‘it sounds so cool.
You are not going on, 1 suppose "

“ Not by the coach,” returned the other quietly. “I have a

“horse waiting for me,”

“Ah,” said Harold—*“T hope he is a good one.”

This remark was intended to be slightly offensive, for Harold
was excessively annoyed at the prospect of his journey being de-
layed, and somehow he illogically considered the stranger’s pre-
sence to be the cause of his losing the mail. Nevertheless, when
the unwelcome intruder, instead of replying, raised his eyes and
let them rest for a moment on Harold’s, the depth of sadness in
them caused him a strange revulsion of feeling.

“ Poor chap—looks l¥ke a soldier and a gentleman ; going home
perhaps, and expects to tind everybody dead.”

In this disjointed way the careless young man’s thoughts ran,
half pitiful, and yet threaded with an angry repugnance, a sort
of nervous.longing for battle with his enforced companion.

“If he would talk, one might not feel so'much inclined to throw
him overboard,” continued Harold to himself.

As if in answer to this thought, the stranger said, in his mar-
\'('”ull.\‘ly sweet courteous voice

“1 owe you an apology for thrusting my companionship on you
in this unwelcome way { but, if you knew by what sad necessity
I am compelled to journey into Cornwall this night, you wauld
excuse me,”

“ Don’t mention it,” returned Harold. *“1 am sorry-if—if bad

»

news He stopped, remorseful, ‘reflecting on the joyous er-
rand which was the cause of his own journey.

“That old tune now,” continued the other, setting aside his
sorrow, whatever it might be, in courtesy—*“so you found it in
Syria still ¥ It is very ancient—an old battle-song of the Crusa-

ders.” -
*
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FROM THE OTHER SIDE. 7

* Ah, poor old fogies !” said Harold. *“ What a mistaken, queer,
battered old crowd they must have felt themselves to be—the few
that got home, you know—when they found their sweethearts
married to somebody else, their wives also perhaps, and their cas-
tles in the hands of their bosom-friends or brothers. I wonder
if they lived ever afterwards npon cockle-shells and a pilgrim’s
staff.”

“You hold the modern idea that all things are laughable,” re-
marked his companion, with a quiver of angry contempt in his
voice, “Those who returned, as some did, to languish out the
rest of their lives in chains and darkness in some foul dungeon,
felt the horror of their position, not the humor of it.”

“You are over-serious now,” said Harold, staring at him, with
a curious sensation in his nerves,

His companion made no reply, but began to whistle again in
the same soft persistent way, while Harold felt his ears tingle with
irritation as the small piping sound made itself heard shrilly
through the howling of the wind.

“That is an exasperating tune !” he said angrily.

At the moment that he spoke; from amid the darkness shroud-
ing the Cornish shore a bright light shot forth and vanished.
But in the instantaneous flash the mail-coach. had appeared Jike a
vision—a man harnessing the wheelers, the passengers climbing
to their seats, the guard in his scarlet coat standing by, horn in
hand. At this sight Harold started up in consternation.

“There is no chance for me now !” he cried. *“ The mail will
be off in two minutes.”

“8it down, sir,” exclaimed the boatman, *“ or a worse thing will
happen to you than losing the coach.” '

The young man fell back on his seat with a strong word on his
lips ; he felt full of anger from head to heel. He would have been
glad if his hateful companion had given him a blow which would
have yielded him the chance he longed for to relieve the tingling
of his hot blood in battle, Why had the fellow intruded on him ?
He felt as though the storm was of his raising and all the conse-
quent delay his work.

“I shall be a firm believer henteforth in the old superstition
that whistling raises the wind,” he said angrily.

But, the stranger had ceased to whistle ; he was regarding the
coast-line with mournful, wistful eyes, and seemed as completely
unconscious of his companion’s chargin as he had been of the storm
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and danger.. Now he roused himself by an evident effort, saying,
in the most courteous tone of his sad voice—

“Iam sorry if I have annoyed you. On nearing that shore
yonder the old air comes to my lips unawares, - Do not fret your-
self ; the mail will not go without you. We shall land directly
the win(] has gone down.”

This was true. There was a sudden lull, and the boat now shot
into stiller water near the landing-place. Just above it stood the
mail-coach, obscurely visible, a group of idlers around it, the mur
mur of whose confused voices came out to them, mingling with the
stroke of the oars and the dash of the sea upon the strand. Sud.
denly, floating across the dark waves, clear as a thread of light,
from out the confused murmurs came a few whistled bars of the
same wild-weird air which only a moment before had ceased to
ring from the stranger’s lips, Harold and the boatman involun
tarily turned their gaze on him, one in amazement, the other in
fear. « He was deadly pale, and a ghastly look of pain contracted
his brow.

“An old Crusader come to meet you apparently,” observed
Harold, speaking with pitiless lightness, because, like an unex
pected touch, the sound had given him a nervous shock which he
resented.

“Yes—a friend,” said the other quietly, hiding his eyes with
a long pale hand.

There was a wild haggard grief in them, Harold thought, which
he did not wish a stuuwm to see. So, slightly remorseful, Harold
kept silent till the boat’s keel grated on the sands ; then he start
ed up joyously in sudden relief.

“All's well that ends well I” he cried gaily, * Here’s your fare,
boatman, and here’s for your lost oar, T{lowcd, old fellow !
You have pulled a good oar through the gale

His companion had already stepped ashore, and was standing
close by the boat’s prow.

“ And here is your welFearned half-guinea,” he said, stretching
out his hand with that now obsolete coin in the palm.

But the old sailor dashed the' proffered gift aside, and glared at
him with face working and eyes full of terror.

‘““Satan, I defy thee and all thy bribes !” he cried ; and in des-
perate hurry, flinging Harold’s valise ashore, he cleared the beach

with one lusty stroke, and in & moment was ofily a dim shape on
a darkening sea. !

Harold s
appellation
ing figure h

“Well, h
thought the
mind—1I am
not surprise

Shrugging

“How m
.\Imkt'll the 1

¢« All righ
hat with his
recognition,
Olver. We
evening—th
across the P

“ Pretty s
man to eateh
that flash of
ing-place.”

“The ostl
caused the n

“ Not ligh

“ 1t was th
afore, and th
the ostler, lo
was a hoy the
Jist as 1 did |
blinded me, &
like, the best

“ Because !
the coachman
the black man
It is asorry b
to wait twent

“Why not
asked Harold,
his seat.

“She’s far t
gone on her er
her now,” said



ring,

hore
our-

1't|y

shot
the
ar
the
ud
tht,
the
to
un
' in
ted
ved
ex
he
ith
ich
old
rt-

re,
w!

ng

ng

FROM THE OTHER SIDE. 9

Harold laughed and turned to see how the stranger bore the®
up|n-llutinn bestowed on him ; but he was gone, and his retreat
ing figure had already vanished in the crowd and dimness,

“Well, he might have said ¢ Good-night, and thank you, ”
thought the young traveller, with an odd little laugh. * Never
mind—1I am glad to be rid of him.  He is rather queer, and I am
not surprised the old salt took him to be the great nameless.”

Shrugging his shoulders, Harold strode forward to the coach.

“How are you, Jurvey! Here's my valise. And I've be
spoken the box-seat. Hope you've kept it for me.” "
¢« All right, sir I” returned the many-caped Jehu, touching his
hat with his long whip and giving the young fellow a smile of
recognition, * But you’ll sit behind a poor team to-night, Mr.
Olver. We have pretty nearly had a fight over the cattle this
evening—that’'s what has delayed us. You have had a rough row
across the Passage, sir?”

‘ Pretty stiff,” returned Harold, flinging up his valise for the
man to eatch—* blowing a gale and dark as a bag.  Without
that flash of lightning 1 doubt if we should have found the land
ing-place.”

‘The ostler swears it wasn’t lightning. That's just what
caused the row, sir.”

“ Not lightning ¥’ Then what was it ?”

“ It was the quarest light I ever seen in my life, except waunce

afore, and that was wore years agone than I can mind,’ mtmp/‘l
the ostler, looking up from his work of harnessing the teams. *
was a boy then, and I went to fetch out the horses for the mail,
jist as T did but now, when the same quare light flashed out and
blinded me, and, when 1 lublwd my eyes and got out of my daze
like, the best ]m%s was gone !”

“ Because you left the stable door open, buffle-head !” u-h»rtc-d
the coachman. “ Exactly what he did again to-night, sir; and
the black mare broke loose and has shown us a clean pair of ho els.
It is asorry beast we have in her place ; and, bad as he is, we had
to wait twenty minutes till he was fetched from a farm.”

“Why not have spent half that, time in catching the mare?”
asked Harold, as he settled lmnwlt’" with great-coat and wraps in
his seat.

“She’s far to seek by this time. The mare was wanted, and is
gone on her errand, and the hoss isn’t foaled that can overtake
her now,” said the ostler, as he held up his lantern und examined




/; L)
10 FROM THE OTHER SIDE.

the harness all round with peering eyes. *Catch the ribbons,
Jarvey ! It’s all right ; it waient be my fault if the coach breaks
down, as she did that night twenty years agone, when the same
thing happened as happened now.”

“ Ah, I mind that night well enough, Bill I” remarked the land-
lord of the little posting-house that horsed the coach. * Folks
may laugh, but that same night Squire Carbonellis was drowned
in his own park, crossing a stream that a boy might jump over
with a whistle.”

“ Not Mr. Carnbonellis of Langarth?’ cried Harold, turning
eagerly towards the man with a startled look.

But there was no time for answer — the coachman had gathered
up the reins, the guard blew a sounding blast on his horn, the ostler
with an upward toss of his hands, released the leaders’ heads, the
team plunged forward, and his Majesty’s mail started on its
Journey through storm and darkness.

CHAPTER IL

The lamps sent weird flashes of light on the dark hedges, bring-
ing their wintry bareness into fleeting view ; the wild waving of
boughs overheaa moaned and creaked in the rough wind like the
song of the storm, which the whirr of the wheels accompanied ;
while the beat of the horses’ hoofs kept time to this wild night-
music.

“We shall have a rough journey,” observed the coachman
gravely.

“1 never heard that Mr. Carbonellis of Langarth was drowned,”
said Harold, letting his thoughts break into words hurriedlg “Is
it true ¥”

“True enough, sir,” wag the answer, given in the sort of tone
which implies a graver fact held back.

Silence followed this reply. Harold felt a nervous irritation
tingling through his veins. Young Carbonellis was his college-
friend : he was going now to Langarth at his invitation. Never
through their lofg friendship had he named the fact respecting
his father’s death; which now by a mere accident dropped from a
stranger’s lips. His sister was Harold’s betrothed ; she too had
shown the same reticence—never in their most intimate converse
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FROM THE OTHER SIDE. 11

had she touched on this sad subject. Why was there any mystery
in the matter, and by what curious combination of circumstances
was it connected inf that stupid landlord’s mind with the running
away of a frightened horse ?

As if in answer to the mental query, the echo of a horse’s
wild gallop eame borne on the wind, floating from a hill opposite,
the long ascent which lay dimly before them.,

“(Can you ‘see any one riding sir I’ asked the coachman.
“You have younger eyes than mine.”

Harold bent forward and peered into the gloom eagerly.

“No; it is too dark. Stop! Yes, I do see a horseman. He
is. riding furiously.”

“ A black horse, sir ’

“Yes—as far as can judge in this dim moonlight. - Certainly,
if not black, the horse is not a light one.”

“Jim, there goes the mare!” said the coachman, in a voige
which sounded strangely full of meaning, as turning round to the
guard, he pointed with his long whip to the top of the hill, where
where for an instant, like a phantom, the distant rider stood
out against a moonlit lowering sky, and then vanished.

“ Ah, 1 thought so when I heard that devil’s tune whistled
out so loud and clear !” returned the guard, as, standing up, he
leaned over the roof of the coach to bring his voice nearer.
“ Whip up the team, Jim, and let us try to pass him.”

“ Much good that would do,” rejoined the other.  The off-leader
would break down on that job in less than a mile.

Nevertheless he quickened the pace of the team, and the coach
was gallantly drawn up a third of the hill at good speed ; but
here the borrowed horse showed signs of distress, and, soon falling
into a walk, the mail was dragged but slowly along for the rest
of the ascent.

The echo of that fierce gallop ahead of them still reached the
ear, though growing more and more faint, till it was lost in a
deeper, fuller sound, which mingled with the sough of the wind,
and in a moment was rocognized as the wild roar of waves
rushing upon a rugged shore.

Onfreaching the top of the hill the coachman drew rein for an
instanit to breathe the panting horses ; and now the white gleam
of the waves was visible as they tossed and broke amid the heav-
ing darkness of the sea, Down far below, all along the black
rugged shore, a snow-line of foam flashed, tossed, and Lroke ; and

o
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here and there, amid the white boil, the jagged points of huge
rocks were visible, as the rush of the waves retreated, or the
gleaming spray dashed up their rough sides and caught the faint
light of the crescent moon.

“A wild sea and a wild night, sir,” remairked the coachman to
Harold, as again the mail plunged forward, and the seaspray,
driveh above the cliffs, met their faces with a cold salt touch.
“1t's always a wild night when that man rides.”

“ And who is he " asked Harold.

“ Ah, that’s a question, sir, that has been asked many a time,
and has never been answered yet !”

“ But, if the man steals horses,” persisted Harold incredulous-
ly, “I can’t understand his not being discovered and hanged.”

“ 1 never said he stole horses, sir.”

“ You said he was riding the missing black mare.”

“So he is ; but he won't sfeal her.”

“Then the man is a mystery #” said Harold.

“That’s exactly what he is, sir.  And whether he is flesh and
biood, or something one don’t like to talk about, is more than
either you or I will ever be able to tell.”

“I don’t see that; afd I can’t believe in ghosts riding off on
other folk’s real live horses;,” returned Harold, with.a laugh
which sounded mockingly in his own ears, as the sea-wind met
his lips and carried it away. ;

“ Nor in their coming across the ferry in other folk’s boats,”
said the coachman, with grim humour.

“ Was that ‘the man ¥—and Harold’s voice took a different
key, while an odd thrill crept over his flesh.

“That was the man, sir.”

“ And you say he is not a horse-stealer—though to my mind
he looks like a very daring one.”

“The horses come back to their stables, sir, and money enough
with them to make it worth their owners’ while to keep quiet—
that’s how the matter is worked.”

“Well, it is a queer story,” said Harold.

“You'd say that, sir, if you heard the whole of it.”

At this point in their talk the coach was descending slowly a
long steep hill, and the guard had got down to attend to the
drag, some slight hitch being in the chain ; and now, looking up,
with the moonlight shining on his weather-beaten face, he held
his hand upward, beckoning to the driver to stop.
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FROM THE OTHER SIDE. 13

“ Throw me your knife, Tom. I can’t find mine. The off-lead-
er has a stone in his foot.”

After a moment’s fumbling in numerous pockets, the penknife -
was found and flung to him, and he proceeded to remove the
stone. During the process a curious silence seemed to fill thé
air, The cessation of the rumbling of wheels and the beating of
hoofs was doubtless the cause, yet to Harold’s mind there was
something strange and sinister in this sudden dead calm and
silence. No one spoke as the guard, stooping low, strove to re-
move the stone, which was wedged tightly in the horse’s hoof.
The shadow of the coach stretched its weird length upon the road
like wings of darkness, and overhead the moon shone out fitfully
from amid flying clouds, which passed her disc in sombre hurried
procession. Their swift ngiseless gathering had an eager look, as
though a compelling force lay within their folds and they stretch-
ed out arms of darkness to cover some cruel deed. Far away to
the left the distant roll of the surf upon the shore was felt rather
than distinctly heard, and the murmuring faint sound did but
add to the silence. The treeless road was spread before them
like a dim white belt girding the hill, without speck or sound to
relieve its solitude.

The scene fixed itself like a picture on Harold’s mind and he
was unwilling to utter a word to break its sombre spell. = But, as
the guard rose to his feet, the silence which surrounded them was
pierced with sharp abruptness by the shrill, clear, small sound of
a whistle. Sweet as g thrush’s pipe the distant voice whistled
the first part of the wild weird air distinctly as Harold had heard
it on the ferry. With hand upraised, the guard stood for a mo-
ment as if turned to stone, while the coachman, with arm out-
stretched, held it in mid-air, nor dropped it till the whistle died
away as suddenly as it came. Then, gathering up the ro.ins\ns
the guard clambered to his seat, he started the horses at a hapd-
gallop. i /

“ That drowned the answering whistle, Jim. I'm dashed/if I
wished to hear it I’ observed the coachman, throwing the words
over his shoulder in a jerky voice,

“So there is always an answering whistle ¥’ remarked Harold.

“ Always, sir.”

“Then there are two of them ¥’ said Harold with a short
laugh.

The man turned a grave face towards him,
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g I’d rather you didn’t laugh, sir, if you don’t mind. I know : Harold
it all sounds queer, but queer things do happen at times that } “The m
common sense can’t compass. Maybe you’ll hear more of the 3 his errand
matter at Langarth. And it's because I'm afraid you may find ) 0 f’“"t;"
trouble when you get there that I took the liberty, sir, to ask you 4 “ We al
not to laugh.” ; The sup
“ Oh don’t apologise !” said Harold gravely. The nian’s words ’ rang out o
had taken from him all inclination to laugh ; the thought of Harold tur
trouble at Langarth had sobered him. 1 “TIs that
The guard had clambered over the roof and taken his seat be- } trouble at
hind them. He leaned forward now, saying, in a low voice— : Because, if
“What do you think, Tom-—shall we find the roan gone this ' “Ibeg p
time ?” : A man. “1.
“T hope not ; that horse would take him where he’s bound to ‘ 'tis commor
in an hour.” , “ Commcg
“Then, if he gets the roan, there’s no chance of our catching - who is the )
him up ¥’ “No mo
“There wouldn’t be anyhow,” responded the coachman, “No 3 leaving sor
man hasever overtaken that rider yet.” face to face
" Al}/hut I should like to try it with him one night !” return- “I saw |
ed t]{\, guard/ occur to me
. o shoyld I,” said Harold, *“ whether the fellow be thief or ' Harold witl
ghost.” “ Well, si

“ Yo& re a good rider, Mr. Olver, but that would be a sharp

' “Ah, 1 g
race ; and no one has ever won it yet. You see he is riding ahead an air (.)f o
of us now, and he’ll keep ahead till he gets to his journey’s end ; people in th

then we shall lose him.” you. Still ]
“ And where is he going ¥’ find for inve
“To the same place that you are bound for, sir.” “ Well, sii
“To Langarth ?” exclaimed Harold. » was down in
The coachman nodded, and, bending his head to the storm, he - his park.”
seemed suddenly inclined to keep silent. “But the
“Then he is a friend of the family ?” continued Harold. other,” obser
“ Perhaps so, sir ; but he doesn’t act like one.” “You ain’
“ What do you mean !” - Tl past your up
“T mean he never comes to Langarth that he doesn’t leave a always folloy
corpse behind him. Heaven, there he is—do you see him, sir — , bonellis was
just on the white bit of the road where the moon is shining !” a fall from hi
Harold leaned forward with a throb at his heart, and caught —that's wha
sight in the flash of an instant of the dark rider, with the pale ‘twixt Cornw
gleams of moonlight quivering about him. A black cloud touch- afore my tim
ed the moon, and the figure was gone,

/
{
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Harold drew a deep breath, and then said impatiently—

“The man is evidently a man, and not a ghost, and I presume
his errand to Langarth is'an important one, or he would not ride
so fast.”

“ We all know his errand ; he brings death to Langarth.”

The superstitious assertion had a ghastly sound as the words
rang out on the night-air, and, being both angry and startled,
Harold turned on the man sharply.

“Is that what you meant when you said just now I might find
trouble at Langarth? Have you any reason for what you say ?
Because, if not, I consider such assertions——"

“I beg pardon—no offence meant, sir,” interposed the coach-
man. “I do wrong perhaps to say a word on the matter ; but
'tis common talk around Langarth.”

“Common talk !” repeated Harold, in a vexed tone. * But
who is the man, and why does he ride to Langarth ¥’

“No mortal can tell you that, sirr He comes and he goes,
leaving sorrow behind him, and no man has ever yet met him
face to face and dared to say, Who are you ¥’

“I saw him face to face in the boat, but it certainly did not
occur to me to ask him who he was or what. was his errand,” said
Harold with imputien(o

“ Well, sir, I won’t say again what his errand is.”

“ Ah, I give you up !” returned Harold, crossing his arms with
an air of resignation. “ You Cornish are the most superstitious
people in the world and there is no use in arguing the case with
you. Still I should like to hear what possible reason you can
find for investing a queer traveller with a sort of death-warrant.”

“ Well, sir, the last time- ~twenty years agone-——that this rider
was down in these parts, Mr. Carbonellis was found drowned in
his park.”

“ But the one eveht could have had nothing to do with the
other,” observed Harold, in a logical tone,

“You ain’t the first, sir, that have said so. Yet I reckon it’s
past your understa.ndmg, mul likewise mine, to say why death
always follows that rider’s heels. Fifteen years before Mr. Car-
bonellis was drowned, his father was brought home dead through
a fall from his horse. That very evening the ¢ Night Whistler ’
—that’s what we call him down here, sir—crossed the ferry
'twixt Cornwall and Devon, and rode to Langarth. This was
afore my time, but I've heard my father tell of it.”
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“ Before your time!” repeated Harold, with sharp emphasis,
“ Why, the man is not so old as you, and you make out he was
here thirty-five years ago ! Let me see—1 judge him to be forty ;
so he was five years old then.”

“ He was here thirty-five years ago,” persisted the other—*ah,
and a hundred and thirty-five years ago! This has been going
on at Langarth ever since the roof-tree was laid on it. You ask
the young lady, sir, when you get down there.”

Harold made no reply to this, for they were now close to the
posting-house, and the guard, with the laudable intention of wak-
ing a drowsy world, was sounding a hearty blast on his horn.
In another moment the mail- coa.ch drew up beneath the sign of
the “Silent Woman,” whose peaceable portrait was swinging
headless in the wind.

A crowd of rustics surrounded them in an instant. Among
them, pressing to the front, was the stout landlord, with flabby
face unwontedly white. He held up a quivering hand, moving
his fingers in recognition. Behind the crowd stood a man in a
smock-frock, holding in one hand a horn lantern and in the other
a rough halter attached to a sorry-looking horse. This last group
was made dimly visible by the light of the lantern, while the
lamps in the mail-coach and the blaze of the fire flashing through
the window of the inn flung grotesque lights and shadows over
the rest of the crowd.

“ Here’s a pretty go, Tom !” cried the landlord. * The roan
is stole away.

The coachman flung down the reins loosely to the ostler, and
turned a look on Harold

“1 hope you've got a decent animal in his stead,” was all his
response, as he descended from the box and walked forward to
examine the fresh team.

The landlord, on his part, turned a curious eye on the horses
that were now being unharnessed. .

“ Why, what’s come of the black mare ¥’ he eried.

“She’s in your stable, master—in the roan’s stall,” said the os-
tler, looking up from his work. * Reeking wi’ sweat she be, and
shaaking en every lemb. I tould ’ee so afore, aanly you wus as
onbelieving as Tummas.”

#The landlord gave the man a scared look, and, taking a step
backward, he laid his hand on the rail of the guard’s seat.
“’Tis true enough, Jim,” he said. ** The Whistler is out.”
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“T knowed that at Torpoint,” returned the other, a little proud
of his prior information.

“ And the worst is, Jim, that Mr. Carbonellis has got some hot
‘work in hand to-night.”

“ What's up then ” asked the guard.

The answer was given,in a whisper, but Harold caught the
words “smugglers” and “cutter.” And now for the first time
he began to feel uneasy. He knew his friend’s reckless and dar-
ing spirit, he knew too that smuggling was rife and popular in
Cornwall and desperate deeds grew out of it. He chafed at the
slow fingers of the ostler—he was impatient to be at Langarth.
[f Carbonellis was bent on some rash adventure, he hoped to ar-
rive in time to stop him from rushing into it.

The horsing of the mail-coaches throughout England at this
period was carried to the point of perfection ; the harnessing of
a fresh team was usually accomplished in three minutes, but this
time the ostler dragged their slow length to five. The sorry beast
that replaced the missing roan was a kicker, and flung out his
heels at slight provocation. Twice he kicked over the traces,
and, turning completely round, faced the shaking ostler with a
snarl on his upraised lip. Moreover, there was a change of
coachmen here, and the new driver was in a worse temper even
than the horse. His objurgations caused a further delay, but at
length he gathered up the reins with an oath and a protest against
both landlord and the kicker ; then, as he held up his whip threat-
eningly, the guard gave a flourish on his horn, and once more his
Majesty’s mail sped onwards through the night.

CHAPTER III.

At the great gates of the park at Langarth Harold Olver stood
alone and somewhat disconsolate. The mail was late, owing to

- the poor horsing of the coach, as from posting-house to posting-

house the same disaster pursued them and the same rider preced-
ed them.

The new driver—a’' young man not given to wild beliefs— had
met each landlord’s statement with savage incredulity and desper-
ate ill-temper. He grew ta®iturn and sullen as mile by mile they
plodded on with lame and vicious horses, making slow way against
driving rain which beat coldly against their faces.
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“The folks down in these parts would make you helieve any- For an ins
thing,” he observed sulkily to Harold Olver, in answer to that his valise dow
young gentleman’s request to be set down at Langarth. * Now, B across the gra
according to them, pixies come and ride horses by night ; and tlnq * @ house by a ne
here fellow, who has been going on ahead of us for tmty miles or 8 cept in a foot
Lhmml;out,s isn’t a horse-stealer, but a sort of ghost, who kills a thud and ech
Carbonellis every time he takes a ride. Now I< expect, sir, you'll 8 diverged near
find everybody hale and hearty at Langarth ; and, before you a glimpse of a
alight, I should like to give you my notion of who this scamp is. gloom of over
Its my opinion he’s in league with the smugglers that the young speed, filled w
Squire has sworn war against, and he is just ndmg for his life to W garth, and cor
warn them the Preventlve men will be ouf after them to-night. and phantom
There’s rich men in the trade, who don’t mind killing' horses, B he reached the
or paying for them either, when a valuable cargo has to be 8 which hung a
saved.” ‘ W was rung by t

The idea was so opposite to Harold’s own fears that it seized He paused !
upon his mind inst&ntly and filled him with dismay. ) passed him at
“Itis quxte possible,” he said slowly. *Ihope Mr. Carbonellis neath the darl
is not with th€ Preventive men.” fixed like thos
“He is out in their cutter often, sir. And, if the smugglers 8 hand resting o
are warned, there’ll be a fight as sure as two and two is four. horror and g
Here we are at Langarth ; and, if all those fools say is true, -, flashing it for
there’ll be no more horses stole away on the road beyond this. W back. The ne
Good night, sxr and thank you. ['m afraid, if a carriage was g “Can he be
waiting for you, it is gone—we are so late. And it’'s a mile through gazing blankly
the avenue up to the house.” : had vanished.
: And with this the coach rattled off, with its four inside sleep- , In another
ing passengers and with its one wakeful baby and mother on the ere he touched
outside back seat near the guard. ] cheering light
Harold stood for a moment watching it, till it disappeared in void of all figu
the darkness. He was undecided whotlwr to knock up the in- ' “1 heard yo
mates of the lodge and inquire for the carraige that he had ex- A friendly voice,
pected to meet him, or whether to leave them sleeping in peace, cord of a pictu
and walk up to the house, carrying his valise himself. He de- with such a cr
cided on the latter course. But, as he put his hand on the gate ened, and
to open it, he paused, for the sound of furious galloping came “Pray don’t
with the wind that met his face. For a moment he fancied that 8 ed a moment ;
it was the echo reaching him from the hoofs of the departing i “Not you, s
team ; but the mail had gone west, and the wind blew straight “ No, it was
from the south. round to the st
“Is it—can it be possible that that strange man is riding to “He couldn’
Langarth, and it is his horse I hear galloping up the avenue ” ]
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For an instant Harold Olver listened, the next he had flung
his valise down beneath a tree, and, leaving the road, he sprang
across the grass and gained a foot-path which evidentiy led to the
house by a hearer way. He ran as he had never run before, ex-
cept in a foot-race, and always in his ears thgre rang the sharp
thud and echo of that wild galloping. Once, as the foot-path
diverged near the road, he fancied that he caught in the distance
a glimpse of a Hying horseman flitting like a shadow through the
gloom of overhanging trees. On and on he sped at the top of his
speed, filled with the wild desire to be first at the door of Lan-
garth, and confront and dismay with his presence this mysterious
and phantom rider. But he failed in the attempt. Just before
he reached the house he heard the clang of the huge ancient hell
which hung at its portal, and he knew in his own heart that it
was rung by the pale hand of the Night Whistler.

He paused in his race, discomfited, and at that instant the man
passed him at a little distance, riding slowly and dejectedly be-
neath the darkness of the trees, his head hanging down, his eyes
fixed like those of a man in a dream, and his long thin white
hand resting on his hip. On his face there was an expression of
horror and grief so intense that, as the moonlight fell on it,
flashing it for a moment into view, Harold involuntarily drew
back. The next instant the darkness had covered him.

“Can he be going to the stables that way 1’ thought Harold,
gazing blankly into the black space of night into which the vision
had vanished.

In another minute or two he was at the door, which opened
ere he touched the bell ; and a familiar voice greeted him, and a
cheering light shone out upon the broad gravel road, which was
void of all figures save his own,

“1I heard you ring, sir,” said the old servitor, in a deprecatory
friendly voice, *“and am sorry to have kept you waiting ; hut the
cord of a picture. in master’s study had just broken, and it fell
with such a crash that I feared perhaps Miss Estrild was fright-
ened, and 3

“Pray don’t apologise, Prior ! T assure you I have not wait
ed a moment ; it was not I who rang.”

“ Not you, sir V"

“No, it was a gentleman on horseback. T fancy he has gone
round to the stables—he passed me just now.”

“He couldn’t go to the stables that way,” said Prior, with a
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flourish of the head. “T’ll run round, sir, to see. And where is
your portmanty, sir. Dear, denr, what a pity the carriage didn’t
wait. But the lodge-keeper declared the mail had passed so for
certain, the coachman believed you hadn’t come.”

“ Perhaps he thought it had p.lssv(l because the time at which
it was due had ce lt.unl\' passed,”’ returned Harold, as he divest-
ed himself of his great-coat. ‘ And, as for my wvalise,” he
tinued, * it is under a tree close by the lodge. Please send a
man with several lanterns, Prior, to fetch it; and don’'t forget
there’s a strange gentleman somewhere about the premises, wait-
ing, I suppose, to enter.”

“T'll see to it all directly, sir,
is in the study.”’

Harold had lingered in the hall during this talk, partly because
he was conscious of being nervous and he wanted to recover his
equanimity, and partly because a question was on his lips which
he felt a reluctance to utter ; but he spoke now.

“l1sn’t your master at home, Prior ?”

A change came over Prior’s face, and he answered a little prim-
ly, as if afraid of saying too much—«

“You'd have seen Imn adore now, sir, if he was home
be back in the morning.”

Hawpold felt a throb at his heart which vexed him, it was so
like a superstitious fear ; yet the next moment he was all smiles
and his face was radiant with a great joy, for his eyes were look
ing into eyes that he loved.

“1 had given you up,” said Estrild, raising her long lashes
shyly for just an instant, as, all aglow with love and joy, he bent
over her. “1T thought you had missed the mail, and would not
be here till to-morrow. Tristram waited for you till half-past
ten. You know the coach always passes the l(nl'w.at ten minutes
past ten punctually, sp, if you had arrived by it, he would have
seen you. I felt so disappointed when the carriage came back
empty.”

“Did you?” said Harold ; and, as he held her within the ring
of his arm, he emphasised his question with a tighter clasp.

“Yes ; but it was not all on your account—it was partly for
Tristram. I thought if you came you would dissuade him-

She paused, aud a slight flush rose to her chagks.

“You thought I should keep him at homg to-night,” said
Harold—*“ and I certainly should have tried to' do so. Hasn't
he gone on some rather risky expedition "
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“ How came you to guess it ?"—and the girl disengaged herself
from his embrace, and, ]u)m" her hands on his shoulde rs, gazed
into his face with sad, anxious eyes. “Oh, Harold, 1 wish you
could have been here ("llIH‘l I suppose you posted down 7’

“ Nothing of the kind, darling. Do you suppose his Majesty’s
mail is inf: tlhl)lc- bound to keep tlw time like a Greenwich clock ?
[t was late to-night—that was all ; and 1 wish your coachman
had waited for me—perhaps then——"

“Well ?  Perhaps what ?”

“ Why, then I should have had the pleasure of seeing your dear
face half an hour sooner !” responded Harold, changing his words,
thouuh not hisvthoughts.

¢ Ah, then I shnul I not have had a disappointment, and you
wmn(l llﬂ.\i‘ kept Tristram here. It was very wrong of tlw man
not to wait ; but, you see, he and the lodge-keeper both mpade~
sure that the mail had pamsml and that soniehow they ll.ul 188-
ed seeing it, the night is 50 dark.”

“Supper is St‘rV(‘d, miss,” arnounced Prior, “opening the door
with a discreet and unnecessary twisting’ of the handle.

The young lady passed out ; and then Prior by a slight gesture
stayed Harold’s steps.

“Your portmanty is in your room, sir; and I've sent men
round to the stables and yard and through the grounds, but
there’s no gentleman and no horse to be seen. 1 think, sir, if
you'd excuse me, I wouldn’t mention the matter to Miss Estrild.
What with the master being away and the picture falling, she’s
rather upset.”

“Quite right, Prior, I shall not say a word. It was some be-
lated traveller who had lost his way doubtless.”

Harold said this cheerily, but felt at the same time that his
words were without reason and the whole affair was strange and
mysterious.

“1 wonder now if that fellow rode up to the house to make
sure that Tristram was away ¥’ He said to himself. “ Prior, do
you know where your master is gone ¥’ he asked aloud.

The man looked at him oddly.

“No, sir; 1 wish I did—I should go and warn him. The
place where these expeditions meet is kept secret, sir.”

“Warn him of what ?” asked Harold eagerly ; the man’s words
fell upon his ear like the echo of a whisper constantly spoken in
his own spirit,

-
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“ See here, sir?’ returned Prior, stepping forward. “Have
you looked at this 1" ;

Harold turned sharply, and then saw leaning against a book-
case a large painting with the frame shattered by its fall.  Estrild
had been standing before it during their interview, hence it had
escaped hjs notice, his eyes naturally being filled only with her
sweet face. Now, as Prior took a heavy candlestick from the
table and held it before it, he saw a dark pale face gleam out of
the canvas, with sad, worn, searching eyes, and a long thin hand
resting on the hip, beneath the black armour in which the figure
was portrayed.

As he turned away, he tried to avoid Prior’s anxious question-
ing eyes ; but the man had seen his startled look, and was an-
swered. He replaced the candlestick on the table with a trembl-
ing hand.

“I've been here, sir, man and boy, for fifty years,” he said
quietly, “T was fifteen when I first saw that picture fall, and
come to life, as one may say, and old Mr. Carbonellis was brought
home dead. Twenty years ago it fell, and came to life again, and
his son, my dear master, was drowned. Miss Estrild is calling
you, sir.”

“What do you mean by .‘came to life’?” asked Harold im-
patiently, and yet in a low tone, for he heard the coming of a soft
step.

“You've seen, sir, for yourself what [ mean. Yes, miss—Mr.
Olver is coming ; he’s been “giving me some orders about his
luggage.”

Estrild stood at the door, and looked from one to the
other. Harold felt as though ghosts, mysteries, fears, and whistl-
ing horsemen were painted visibly on his bronzed countenance.
He broke into an abrupt laugh, with some apology for keeping
the supper waiting.

“ It is of no consequence,” returned Estrild, “ since I have only
cold pheasant for you. Oh, youshave been examining the portrait
of the ‘ Black Crusader,” as we call him ! I'll give you his history
by-and-by, to undo Prior’s superstitious account of him. He was
not so black as he is painted.”

“He has a painful face. I should burn him if he belonged to
me,” said Harold—*or sell him perhaps.”

The girl laughed.

“That has been tried two or three times—so the story goes—
aud he always comes back.”

»
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»

“Have | They passed into the dining-room hand-in-hand, and the happy
love which ran through their young veins chased away for a time
a book- the forbodings which each perhaps secretly felt.
Estrild In fatigue, darkness, and cold a man may be superstitious,
e it had especmlly if leariness-be ndded to these discomforts. * Leariness”

vith her § is an old word, out of use except among the peasantry—sole con-
rom the § servatives of ancient things—but it expresses so exactly the sad-
nout of B ness and weariness of hunger that no other word can so precisely
in hand fill its place. “1 am lone and leary,” says a poor old forlorn

ie figure woman living on parish pay. “I go leary away,” says the beggar
in the West, when driven fmm a door. All through his journey
|uestion- | Harold Olver had been “ leary ;” but a good supper, cheery fire, and

was an-  § the bright presenceof the loved one whose every look brought hnppl
trembl-  § ness had changed his feelings completely. All was joy and peace ; the

world was an easy-going, mtuml homely place ; everything was
he said as good and full of daylight as da.mes to-morrow would be as
all, and . plmsunt as to-day, and pleasanter. Llf(‘ like a rush of sunshne,
brought 3 ran through his veins, as this aspect of the universe was the true
sn, and one at the time—for yo1th and innocence and fair love are good ;
i calling : and, whén a man and w yinan have these, all the powers of dark-

i ness cannot touch them with fear.
rold im- 3 The lovers did not talk much ; they were too intensely happy

f a soft ¢ and too new to their happiness at first for overflowing speech.
But, when, sitting after su>»r by a clear wood fire in the ancient
is—Mr. hall, their being together secimed no longer such a strange wonder-

out his | ful thing, but grew to be a natural, homely, comfortabie fact, the
flood-gates of speech were opened. They laughed, they chatted,

to the they kissed, they forgot time andsorrow. But love’s language is the

whistl- | same all over the world, and this was best spoken in the short

enance., soft silence which fell at times upon them, when Estrild’s head

teeping ‘ rested on her lover’s shoulder and his brown hand parted her dark
. locks that he might better see the clear deep blue eyes which look-
wve only . ed into his and smiled.

portrait The fitful fire-flame flickered on the coats of mail and batter-
history 8 ed helmets and faded portraits hanging on the walls, and, glancing
He was | around on them, he said laughingly—
' *This must be a grand place for ghosts, Estrild. I suppose
nged to you have any amount of them wandering about in the old rooms ¥’
] To his surprise, she answered his jest in a grave tone,
“It is near midnight—nota time to talk of such things. Ill
tell you all the Langarth ghost-stories to-morrow in the sun-
shine.”
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“ Well, and then you’ll let me explore the old place with you,
which you know: I have never done yet?”

“QOh, yes, if ‘you like 1"

“It must be wonderfully ancient

“Yes—some parts of it.”

¢ Ah, T remember your brovher telling me that you have an
old dungeon, and staircase, and some other cranky dismal remains
left of the original castle built in the time of the (‘rusades!”

“ Hark !” exclaimed Estrild,
hear nothing 7’ .

* Na”
side.

.7 continued Harold,

starting up suddenly. “ Do you

he answered, pressing her into her seat again by his
“There is not a sound stirring except the wind.”

“Oh, I .wasin hopes it was Tristram’s step !”

“1tis only the rain pattering on the gravel. 1 am glad it is
raining ; the wind will go down now.”

“You don’t think there is any danger
flushing with the fever of her thoughts.

‘“None whatever for guch a good ship as the Revenue cutter.”

“Oh, T wish Tristranmi was not with these Preventive men to-
night !”

“ What makes him so mad
smugglers 77 asked Harold.

“1¢’s a long story,” said Estrild ; “and it rises out of many
events. But the war began through their hiding kegs in a cave
which runs up from the cliff beneath our park; I have never
shown you the place, but, strangely enough, about half a mile or
more from the sea there is a great rift or opening into it near a
spring called the ‘Mermaid’s Well” In wild weather the sea
rushes up through the cave and fills the well with salt and water.
That is the time when a boat can enter the cave and kegs can be
floated up to a spot where the receding tide leaves them dry and
secure. Then, you perceive, if there were no other safe way of
removing them, men could descend through the rift I have name d
and could haul them up through the ope ning by means of ropes.”

“ Tt must be a pretty large L}msm, ol)sw\(d Harold.

“It is fearful. It looks narrow from a little distance ;
man could leap across it-

at sen 7 said ¥strild,

lately against our friends the

but no
even the deer don’t try—and the roar
of the sea when it boils and chafes through the cave is appalling

it shakes one’s nerves to hear it. I never go near the chasm
in stormy weather. Well, about a year ago the Preventive-ser-
vice men made a search in the place and found half a ship’s cargo,
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th you, [ believe ; and the discovery cast a slur on my brother’s name.
On one side he was suspected of knowing and conniving at the
fact ; and by the smugglers he was accused of betraying them.
They dec lared his tuthu and grandfather had had many a good
cask of brandy in return for the use of the cave; so now they
called Tristram a traitor to the old stock, and said he had sold
t]wln for money. » .
“Well, I dare say in the old days your grandfather may have

accepted a gift of French br: andy and. winked at the hs mlnw of
: : kegs through his park,” said Harold jocularly.
by his 3 “ But Tristram never did,” returned Estrild warmly. * And
now these shameful slanders have made bad blood between him
and the poor people around us.”

“Who are all friends of the smugglers,” said Harold, laugh-
; ing.
istrild, 1 “Oh, don’t laugh ! I have been quite unhappy lately.”
' “You mean sirmeedleistram has declared war against them and
allied himself with the enemy ’
en to- 1 “ Well, yes. I mean since he has put himself on the side of
law and order, and has given out that on no part of his land, or
if he can prevent it, under the cliffs bordering it, will he allow a
_ shelter to be found for contraband goods.”
many “That’s rather strong,” said Harold ; and he broke into a
a cave whistle, but checked himself with a start of vexation, for unwit
never tingly there had issued from his lips the first notes of that wild
air which, like the sound of an unseen stream I)) a mountain-path,
had followed his course that night and crept in an undercurréant
he sea ¥ through all his thoughts.
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water. Estrild, looking white and strange, had seized him by the arm
an be A ere the sound had died on his lips.

'y and “Hark !” she whispered. “In a moment we shall hear the
vay of ‘ answer. It always comes, people say, in time of danger.”

amed, ) And then, after a second’s silence, as they stood together, she

,
opes. clinging to him, the notes were re peated with clear dlstnutnvss

sweet and shrill, apparently from just without.ghe window.| After
a moment’s hesitation, in which Harold had 1istened with quick
ened breath, he dashed forward towards the casement ; but Estrild
: held him back with all her strength, and with rapid change of
thasm thoughts he yielded to her will.

'e-ser- “It is an echo,” he said, *“and a curious one. But perhaps it
argo, comes only when the wind lies in a certain quarter.”

yut no
2 roar
alling



FROM THE OTHER SIDE.
CHAPTER 1IV.

“ Where did you hear that tune " asked Estrild, putting aside
Harold’s suggestion that the echo came ofily when the wind was
in a certain quarter.

“1 have heard you sing it to me,” he answered, in his gayest
way.

“No, never. I know of no words to it.”

“ Well, then, you have played it,” he rejoined.

“Oh, no, no ; there is a reason why I never should.”

“ But you have the music !’

“Yes, in manuscript copied by my grandmother. But she
never played the old air after her husband’s sad death. There is
a curious superstitious feeling about it in our family. My grand-
mother called it the ¢ Crusaders’ Chant ’—I don’t know if that is
its right name.”

“1t will do for it, at all events,” said Harold. * And now
you are going to knock down the family bogy and play it for me
at once.”

The girl looked at him with sudden tears in her eyes.

“If you knew the story of that man whose picture fell to-night,
you would not ask me.”

“Indeed but I would. I want to dispel your foolish fancies.
We should always grapple with this kind of nonsense and bowl
it over. Come, darling—do play this queer old tune to oblige
me !”

A little more coaxing, a kiss or two on the fair soft cheek, and
Estrild yielded, though her heart was heavy with a sad reluctant
foreboding.

The yellow faded manuscript was searched for and found, and
soon beneath her skilful fingers the mournful chant rang out
solemnly through the large silent room, while the weird echo
without repeated the strain fitfully, and bore it away on the wind’s
wings into the night'’s darkness.

As she played, Harold leaned over her caressingly.

“You perceive, darling, I was right about the echo. I wanted
you to be convinced.”

She looked up at him with eyes full of strange expectant fear ;
then, as the last chords died away beneath her fingers and her
hands dropped upon the keys, there sprang into the sudden silence
the deep boom of a gun at sea.

\
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“What is it? What has happened ’ she eried wildly.

“ Nothing,” answered Harold, hiding his own anxiety. “Itis
only a harmless shot fired by the cutter’s men to show the smug-
glers they are in earnest.”

“Oh, I cannot believe you! Prior—Prior ”—for the old man
was standing at the door with a white grave face—* what is hap- .
pening ! Who is firing ¥’

“] came in to tell you, miss, lest you should be frightened. I
heard master say before he left that he should ask the c aptain of
the cutter to fire a shot when they were nearing home, just to let
you know that all was safe.”

, : , Estrild sank into a chair and covered her face with her hands.
here is \ “Thank Heaven !” she said softly.

grand- \_ As her head dropped, the old man looked at her wistfully, as if
that is thinking his falsehood would not avail to give her peace for long.
Then he turned and met Harold’s eyes with a gaze which he un-
derstood and obeyed.

" My dear Estrild, you must go to rest,” he said. It is very
late.”

“ But Tristram,” she answered—* surely he will be home soon
now ; ‘and I must wait——"

“The cutter can’t be in till morning, miss,” interposed Prior.
*You see the wind is dead against her now.”

He looked imploringly at Harold for help, and his voice shook
a little in spite of his efforts to keep it steady.

“ My darling,” said Harold, in alow voice as he took Estrild’s
hand, “you hear what Prior says? You see it would be un-
reasonable to sit up; and, to own the truth, I am dead tired
myself and longing for sleep. But, of course, if you puslst in
your wish to stay up, I shall do the same.’

Estrild raised her eyes to his face, then she looked at Prior ;
both men bore her gaze steadily with reassuring calm mien. A
sigh broke from her lips ; then she rose and held out both hs ands
to Harold.

“I don’t think you would both deceive me,” she said piteously.
“I should be selfish to keep you from rest after your long
Journey. Yes, I will do as you ask—I will try to sleep. Good
night |”

Upon hearing her say this, Prior discreetly retired, and then
Harold took his love within the circle of his arm, and with
soothing words succeeded in restoring her to calmness. So a
final good night was said at last almost cheerfully.
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They had mounted the stairs together, and in the long dim
corridor where they had parted Harold now stood in. pained
thought. The sound of the gun at sea, which like a dull blow
had struck the windows of the house, was still vibrating in
his ears. Now that he could think of it alone, it made the
blood leap in his veins, If a fight was going on, he would fain
be in it ; the warrior instinet of the English race and of his own
warm youth grew hot about his heart. Nor was it this alone
which moved him ; formless, wordless there lay beneath all a
something unseen, unheard, which yet beckoned and spoke in a
voiceless, viewless way and was nevertheless stronger than the
cry to arms or the sight of a foe’s face. The vague fear which
had crept like a trail of blood through all the hours of the night,
and which hitherto he had held from him with both hands, roused
him now into action.

That night-rider, around whom the pesantry had thrown a
shadow of superstitious horror, was surely a swift messenger
frem one of those rich traders who secretly owned some of the
smuggling craft on this wild coast. He had come to warn them
and set them on the defensive, and maybe a battle was raging
\\ll”" h" .\tl}“(l th(‘l'(‘ .\“l)i““.

There are times when reason persuades us into beliefs or
disbeliefs which an underlying and deeper feeling protests
against. This was the case now with Harold. Olver, and with
silent steps he went in search of Prior.

The old man had put out the lamps and was dozing wearily
in an arm-chair in his own sanctum. = He rubbed his eyes and
looked up at Harold in a dazed way.

“ Now, Prior, what does that gun at sea mean? It does not
signify in the least what you said, I presume ?”

“The Lord forgive me for lying,” returned Prior piuus]&.‘
“But there, even if He don’t, what can it matter “what falls
upon me so that Miss Estrild gets rest and strength to bear
what the morning may bring? That shot means danger to ‘the
cutter, sir; or, more likely still, it means there’s a fight going
on somewheres out there in the storm and darkness.”

“Well, old fellow, if there is, I mean to get into the midst
of it as quickly as I can. Your master keeps boats, I know.”

“There's a good sea-going boat in our cove, sir.”

“Then can we call a crew together of honest men who will
laungh it and venture out with me to your master’s aid in spite
of wild weather $”
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“Men, sir? Plenty who care as little for a rough sea as they
do for a smooth one ; but it’s the job they won’t like. We sha'nt
find men willing to go out against their friends and brothers. Oh,
why didn’t master keep to the good old ways of his forefathers ?
The folks round would have died for a Carbonellis then ; now he’s
looked on as an enemy.”

“ See here, Prior—it is no time for talk !”  Gather your wits
together aud think of the few true men—servants, keepers, any-
one who can row—who will make up & scratch crew and come
with me to-night.”

“They’ll be marked men-—they’ll be hated ever after!” said
Prior, rising slowly. *“ But they can all row well enough—we are
used to the sea down here.”

“Then rouse them up quickly and quietly. I am afraid the
Preventive men are getting the worst of it to-night.”

The old man’s eyes turned upon him with a flash of fire in
them.

“ If master wasn’t with that gang, I shouldn’t be sorry. T’ll
go now and rouse my sonyand he'll get the men together and
have the boat ready in half an hour or less.”

Left alone, Harold took up a small lamp, and, impelled by
feelings which he did not analyse, went to the library. Here
placing the light near the fallen portrait he stood contemplating
it, yet not seeing the painted face, but the living one of the sad
stranger who had sat opposite to him in the boat and ridden
past him with drooping head and dejected mien beneath over-
hanging boughs.

The picture was paintedon panel ; it was hard and crude, and
yet it had that unmistakable seal upon it which proved it the
true similitude of the living man whom it represented. It was a
worn, sad warrior face, having the strange shining look in the
eyes which is said to forbode an early or a violent death.

Minutes passed swiftly as Harold stood overwhelmed by that
dim groping search which at times perplexes the human mind.
Like a blind man stretching his hands into the darkness, so does
the soul at rare moments seek to enter the unseen and make tan
gible to the sense those things which a sure instinct teaches her
are real though hidden.

Throughout nature we find in instinct cause and reason ; no
instinct has ever proved to be untrue. If this be the case in
natural things, we may surely deem it so in those which, in our
ignorance, we name supernatural.
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/
’

To the dark edge of that material ground on which we all 3 They we
stand there comes at times from the Infinite beyond a light that B Prior did
gleams, a shape that beckons, a shadow that speaks. % the stormy

Shall we deny their existence because, in belonging to another “Twenty
world, they can come only to the threshold of this? Or, in , and fifteen |
plainer words, because the laws of our existence and theirs differ, have naugh
therefore they can touch nnly for a moment, perhaps with mutual 8  sir, and you
risk, as the denizens of air and water may each stand on the i lies. There
verge of the other’s element for a little space, but can never enter Don’t provo
it and live.

As Harold Olver steod face to face with this portrait of a dead
man—a man who had lived and died centuries before, whose
history was to him a blank—he felt that it was nevertheless in-
terwoven with his own life, and he was in the presence of a )
mystery which touched his innermost being. He was going he E A rough s
knew not whither, into regions beyond the senses, a.nd his % tumbling w:
strained nerves (lemt v:ul;.:ht the clue, almost grasped the so- B frail boat hc
lution, and saw the secret shape of the vision before him, when, grasped an ¢
with a start, a human voice brought him back to earth. ¢ alert striven

It was a relief, and he turned eagerly to greet, as he thought, strongest of
Tristram Carbonellis. But he saw no one. 3 felt through

Startled, he sprang to the door and opened it, but the hall was i The dark:
empty, and the dim light of the great staircase before him bore : ing, and the
no sound of footfall. He placed the lamp upon a table and pass- B waves fell 1
ed his hand across his forehead in wonder. Who had spoken, ¥ wind the me
and what had the voice said ? It was strange ; but he was some- ; tried to spe
what dazed, and he could not recall the words. They had % fought, and «
sounded clear and distinct when he heard them ; but now they - was on the |
were gone. B visible save t

He returned to the library and searched it through, but found K heaving wate
no one, and knew he should find no one. i silence the cr
Prior’s step sounded now through the hall, and Prior’s voice E ing on their |
salled his name, bringing him back to healthier life. They had 1

*“ The boat is w,ulv, sir. Ah, you are looking at the old pic- ' come phantol
ture! It is more like the h\nw man than Lhe ‘dead, if he is a 3 the monoton
living man.” §  they saw nea

“You mean the strange visitor who preceded me and then rode i fell into dark
away. I have been thinking, Prior, that he was a messenger to - 9 in a strange s
the smugglers, and perhaps some compunction, some dread of denly as a lo1
consequences, led him to come here to give your master warning of armed men
also. Then at the last moment he repented of that impulse, and : “Hallo!” |
rode away without speaking.” '
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They were passing through the hall as Harold said this, and
Prior did not answer till both were out in the free air beneath
the stormy sky. _

“Twenty years ago he came and went in the same way, sir,
and fifteen before that he gave us warning too® but his warnings
have naught to do with- things of this world. Take that path,
sir, and you can’t miss the way to the little cove where the boat
lies. There you’ll find the men. God speed you, Mr. Harold !
Don’t provoke wrath if you can help it—leave angry men alone.”

CHAPTER V.

A rough sea at night, with dark and driving clouds above, and
tumbling waves whose abysses were darker still beneath, and a
frail boat holding lives between these two. Whosoever has not
grasped an oar at such a time, and with hand and eye and ear
alert striven to fight for dear life against the strength of that
strongest of all deaths, the sea, has not tasted of true danger, or
felt through every thrilling nerve the loveliness of life.

The darkness deepened as the winter night wore on to morn-
ing, and the qpld strengthmx(-d, but the wind lulled, and the
waves fell into smoother, calmer lengths. ~“In the rush of the
wind the men had scarce heard each other’s voices, nor had they
tried to speak ; but now the strain was over, the battle was
fought, and each man felt a lightening of his heart. Not a sound
was on the sea save the beat of their own oars, not a speck was
visible save the faint reflection of stars in the deep dark of the
heaving waters. Steadily through the dying storm and the night
silence the crew rowed on, a pale gleam of phosphoric light shin-
ing on their path, then vanishing into swift darkness.

They had rowed thus for an hour without result—no sail had
come phantom-like across the water, no stroke of oars had broken
the monotonous moaning of the sea; but now, ever and anon,
they saw near by what seemed the white crest of a wave, which
fell into darkness, then rose again nearer, and gained upon them
in a strange silent way, till, gliding close by, it loomed out sud-
denly as a long low white boat impelled by muffled oars and full
of armed men.

“Hallo!” shouted Harold, springing up.
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“ Boat from his Majesty’s cutver the Alert,” responded a voice. - 8 “You an
“Yield, or we fire !” 3 “Yes, I an

“ We are no smugglers,” returned Harold—* boat from Lan- 3 to obey ord
garth, manned by Mr. Carbonellis’s servants, We are seeking 3 us. Antici
him. Is he with you? Can you give us tidings of him ?” % way.”

There was a sudden silence in the Preventive service boat, fol- ; But here
lowed by a short whispered conversation between the officer in ® in a, voice
charge and the coxswain. ] interval, wh

“ Mr. Carbonellis is on board the Alert,” said the former, in a B was heard,
hesitating voice, as he raised his cap to Harold. “I amglad you while others
have come. The Alert lies just within that point yonder ; you can : cession of fi
head it now that the wind has fallen. I am sorry I cannot turn ; long betwee
back and show you the way. We are on duty ; we are in pur- § “ Are you
suit of a boat that has escaped. You have not come across any i more leanin,
craft 7’ ; “ Ay, ay,

“ No,” was the answer, given quickly. ; Ready for

“ Ah, I thought not! You-—you will have to take Mr. Car- 3  was beating
bonellis home. Give way, men.” ®  headed and

Swift as an arrow the white boat flew forward with its muffled amongst the
oars, and for a moment was a light streak upon a tall wave which W coffin, unlid¢
wafted it away into darkness. 3 ellis—the mi

What had happened ! What had been said! Why this sud- it shines on
den tightening of every heart, this breathless silence, this grasp- 3 The expec
ing of oars with quickening stroke and hands unnerved ? 4 paralysing s

No one dared ask a question of the other, no one dared give ¥ Not a man
words to the fear which was tugging hard at his labouring breath. § shadowy ter
Each man bent to his oar in this strange forced silence, till the ‘ deserted hin
toil was over of rounding the headland and the boat glided into : shadowed su
smoother water ; then the crew rested and waited in the silent 1 The shock
darkness for some guiding voice or sound. : knelt by his

“To starboard, lads |” said Harold. ¢ There lies the Alert; ' ment. Whe
she hears us—she has put up a light.” . one over whi

His tone was calm, yet it vibrated with that living thrill which ; “We did 1
in moments of deep excitement threads the human voice with a : voice.
fire that burns upon the ear and heart. “1 am ver

[n another moment or two they were along side the cutter, and ; thought you
a voice hailed them, asking who they were. have met yo

“ Boat from Langarth,” answered Harold—*‘ come for Mr. ! misfortune, a
Carbonellis.” . “Yes?™ s
“%There was no reply ; the sailor who had hailed them drew back, ' “] am ext
and, after a slight stir and whispered talk; an officer took his : details now ;
place and leanéd over the bulwarks. y_og:imply tl
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“You are come for Mr. Carbonellis,” he said, in a grave voice.
“ Yes, I am thankful you have arrived in time, otherwise, bound
to obey orders as we are, we must have taken him to sea with
us. Anticipating that, we have done what we could in a rough
way.”

But here he stopped, and, turning away, gave some orders
in a, voice inaudible to H(unl(l and his crew. After a short
interval, which yet seemed terrible in length, the tramp of men
was heard, and Harold saw the officer stand aside bare-headed,
while others grouped around him uncovered also. Then a pro-
cession of four men came forward, bearing something dark and
long between them.

“ Are you ready ?” demanded the officer, his grave face once
more leaning towards the boat from the gangway.

“ Ay, ay, sir ! ” was the answer.

Ready for what? No one asked the question. Every heart
was beating loud, every face was pale. Harold stood up bare-
headed and speechless. In another instant there was lowered
amongst them and caught by trembling hands a rough and light
coffin, unlidded. Within it lay the corpse of Tristram Carbon-
ellis—the moonlight showed them his dead face, shining on it as
it shines on ice.

The expectation of some great horror had sat upon them all,
paralysing speech ; but imagination ever falls short of reality.
Not a man there whose heart had quivered that night under
shadowy terrors but felt now that hope had never entirely
deserted him ; still his gloomiest forebodings had never fore-
shadowed such a sight as this.

The shock was terrible. Unable for a time to speak, Harold
knelt by his dead friend in overwhelming anguish and bewilder-
ment. When he raised his face, it was nearly as white as the
one over which he had bent.

“We did not know of this,” he said, in an unnaturally calm
voice.

“T am very sorry if that is the case,” returned the officer. “T
thought you had heard the truth from our boat, which must
have met you at the head of the harbor. It is a very sad
misfortune, and it happened in a strange way.”

“Yes?” said Harold interrogatively.

“1 am extremely sorry, but I fear I cannot give you all the
details now ; we are under orders to sail at once. I can oniy tell

)

you simply that it was an accident.”
"~
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“ Was he shot ?” asked Harold. ¥ face of a fri
“Yes—a pistol went off we scarcely know how. The poor : eannot und
young fellow who caused the accident is quite delirious with ¥ his sister ar
grief and horror. 1 doubt if he will ever recover the shock—his 3 “J am hc
nerves are so shaken. The poor lad is only eighteen.” 8 tily.
Harold heard this in silence ; at that moment he had no pity 3 “ But you
for the innocent slayer of Estrild’s brother. 3 “I have s
Perceiving this, the officer drew back, and a short colloquy ?; time now to
ensued between him and the commander, who was pacing the i delaying to
deck. It was the latter who now came to the gangway ; and, 3 He turne
removing his cap, he stood bare-headed before the pale presence =~ W instantly fol
on which he looked down. 8 gangway ag:
“You are anxious to hear particulars of this sadly fatal . “I wolld
affair,” he said, in a grave voice which seemed to hide anger % moment you
rather than grief.  For my own part, I regret hitterly that I b “You are
ever yielded to Mr. Carhonellis’s entreaty, and permitted him to 8 old, his voice
come on board-my ship.” % upon then tc
Anger broke his voice here, and he half turned on his heel, “ His Maj
but faced the dire result of his imprudence again with a slight 8 if I am abl
shrug of impatience. 8 quite ready 1
“ Mr. Carbonellis was very excited, very eager to join us, and, ¢ “ And you
having given me some information useful to the service, I felt B ted this mu
myself scarcely at liberty to refuse his request. I assure you there 8 wrath that i
is no one can deplore this fatal result more than I do.” 8 of alittle gr
He paused, as if thinking he had said enough. To express re- 4 Among the
gret, to confess that even some degree of blame might be thrown B and, peering
on him, appeared to his mind—perhaps as captain of a ship—the 8 two sailors st
height of magnanimity. But to Harold his speech seemed selfish 8 “There ha
and cruel, as it showed that he was considering the terrible event % fortune,” said
only in the light in which it affected himself. The cutting down § for a moment
of a young and happy life, the grief and horror awaiting the @ turned once 1
opening of Estrild’s eyes to the light, were sorrows that had not » 8 up. Poor bo
touched his heart. And these regrets and this half-expressed be unpardona
self-reproach told in act nothing of the truth that Harold was ' “If I had
burning to know. Was he holding back an explanation pur- % “You are
posely ! Was there something with regard to this dire event % “Olver,” ir
which he was striving to hide ? 3 me your namd
The suspicion sent & hot throb of indignation through Harold’s “James Ai
veins. . B commander of
“I can understand,” he said—and his voice grew deep and “ Thank yo
angry—*‘that you feel some grief in looking down on the dead W8 coroner will |

’,-vvh - -
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face of a friend who has met his death on board your ship, but 1
gannot understand \\h_y you are holding byfck the details due to
his sister and myself.”
“ [ am holding back nothing, sir,” retfirned the other haugh-
tily.

“ But you have told me nothing,” reforted Harold in anger.

“I have said it was an accident—a pre accident.
time now to enter into details. I am ihfring
delaying to parley with you so long.”

He turned, and in a stentorian voice fave an order, which was
instantly followed by the hoisting of a sail. Then he came to the
gangway again.

] wold advise you to getout of the way,” he said ;*“in a
moment your boat will be in dnngm.

“You are aware that there will be an inquest,” returned Haf
old, his voice quivering with indignation ; and you will be called
upon then to give the information which you refuse me now.”

“ His \1:1]('%\' s service comes before all other duties, sir: but,
if T am able to return to port in time for the inquest, 1 shall be
quite ready to give all the information in my power.”

“ And you will also have to give up the man who has commit-
ted this murder,” said Harold, in a firm tone, so full of loud
wrath that it }’)dh.\(‘(l over the captain’s head and reached the ears
of a little group of men standing near the mainmast.

Among these there was a sudden movement, a sudden cry ;
and, peering through the dim light, Harold fancied that he saw
two sailors stoop and lift a prostrate figure, which they bore aw: ay.

“There has been no murder, but only a sad, a de ])lm.d le mis-
fortune,” said the captain, in a shaken voice, as, after glancing
for a moment in the direction whence the cry had proceeded, he
turned once more towards Harold : “and I have no man to give
up. Poor boy ; heis but a child! Your cruel accusation would
be unpardonable if—if——"

“If I had not cause for making it,” mtmpowd Harold fiercely.

“You are unjustifiably angry \lr —Mr.—

“Olver,” interposed Harold ng ain.  “ Perhaps you will
me your name ?’

“James Armstrong, lieutenant in his Majesty’s Navy, and
commander of his cutter the Alert.”

“Thank you,” said Harold. “I am glad of your name, as the
coroner will know whom to summon as a witness when the in
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quest is held. Now I demand the name of the member of yout

crew, whether man or boy, whose hand did this ghastly deed.”

As Harold said this he stood with one foot on the thwart of
the boat, his face, which had paled with anger, standing out white
as snow against the black side of the ship. Above him stood
Captain Armstrong, with face equally white and mien more de
termined ; but his gaze passed over Harold, and. was fixed on the
pale silent figure of Tristram Carbonellis.

“In that presence, Mr. Olver”—and he pointed towards it
“I will not quarrel with you ; neither will 1, at your insolent re-
quest, give you the name of any man or boy among my crew, now
under my command, in this ship. The morning is breaking ; |
bid you good day, sir; our interview is ended.”

“You are screening an assassin !” shouted Harold, as Mr.
Armstrong turned away. “ But even the captain of a ship has
to live under the law of the land.”

“ On shore maybe, sir,” interposed one of Harold’s crew, “but
not at sea ; and the captain is off to sea in a moment ! Give way,
lads, 6r we shall be run down.”

This was true enough ; for the Alert swung round as he spoke,
her black prow threatening to engulf them ; and, with oars hur
riédly dipped in the water, they had to labor hard to escape the
danger of being cut down.

Harold sat by his dead friend, his heart swelling with silent
indignation and grief ; he dared not attempt speech, lest he should
burst into tears like a woman.

But the men were less reticent, and, as they cleared the path
of the cutter, which dashed forward proudly with sails set, they
broke out with a yell of hatred, a groan of horror and disgust,
which passed far over the sea after the departing ship.

“Ah,” roared young Prior, as he clinched his fist and shook it
towards the figures faintly visible on the deck, “ you are hiding a
murderer among you ; and, unless you cast him out like Jonah,

you are doomed men ! Your ship will go to the bottom as sure as
there’s God’s light in the sky.” '

‘“ Well, now, if the Squire—poor dear young man—had only
stuck to his friends, this wouldn’t never ha’ happened,” observed
another of the crew. “This comes of standin’ by sich gashly
trash as Preventive men—Crumell’s dogs and Sarrasins.”

“Cromwell’s dogs” and “Saracens” are terms bestowed by

Cornish folk on vile and obnoxious individuals ; and at another
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at the whole

“1t is cert
not killed in
would only tc

“Killed by
ll:mtl_\'. “T}
Squire did tu
mind—when
there wadn’t
his head.”

Harold bel:
smugglers ha
foes could bri
tions, secret 1
on other coast

“No smug
Prior, as his
aboard this sk
him and hidin
very minute,
4'UI'|L\'(‘ his Wi(
added, turnin
rising out of t
sky, and go d«
that man’s lif
judgment will

A.general a
righteous wrat
safely now, at
hearts and hax
master to his |

Every thoug
of sheer physic
truth to her?
burden, once hq
out ; he could f
to chance, and |
inspiration of 1
fused, deadene

clear remembra




er of yout
ly deed.”
thwart of
g out white
him stood
1 more de
ixed on the

wwards it

insolent re-
" erew, now
reaking ; |

id, as Mr.
v ship has

wrew, “but
Give way,

s he spoke,
1 oars hur
escape the

vith silent
t he should

the path
set, they
d disgust,

d shook it
¢ hiding a
te Jonah,
as sure as

had only
observed

th gashly
”

towed by
; another

FROM THE OTHER SIDE. 37

time Harold might have smiled to hear these epithets hurled thus
at the whole Preventive service.

“ It is certain,” he said thoughtfully, *that your master was
not killed in any fair fight with smugglers, or Captain Armstrong
would only too gladly have said so.”

« Killed by smugglers ! cried two or three of the men indig-
nantly. “There edn’t no cowards among they! Though the
.\'quir'v did turn agin ’em, and forgit all the years—times out of
mind—when the Carbonellises were friends to the fair traade, yet
there wadn’t a man among 'em who would ha’ touched a hair of
his head.” \ : i

Harold believed this, Wild, daringj.and, brave the Cornish
smugglers had ever proved themselves to be, but their worst
foes could bring no accusation against them of cruel assassina-
tions, secret murders, and revengeful deeds, such as had occurred
on other coasts among men of rougher breed.

“No smuggler’s hand has taken that dear life !” said young
Prior, as his eyes grew dark and angry. “It is some villain
aboard this ship that has done it ; and the captain is screening
him and hiding him, and helping his flight to another land this
very minute, while we with broken hearts are taking home the
corpse his wicked hand has made. Look there, comrades,” he
added, turning suddenly to the east—‘ there’s the blessed sun
rising out of the sea ; and, so sure as that sun will travel up the
sky, and go down into the sea again in the west, so surely will
that man’s life end in blood. He may escape this time, but
judgment will overtake him at the last.”

A.general assent ran from lip to lip,. mingled with a groan -of
righteous wrath at the remembrance that the slayer was escaping
safely now, at this awful moment, while they, with weary woful
hearts and hands, were laboring in a heavy sea to bring a dead
master to his home and lay him before his sister’s face.

Every thought of Estrild and her coming agony brought a pang
of sheer physical pain to Harold’s heart. How should he break the
truth to her? How should he meet her and lead her to face this pale
burden, once her dear living, loving brother ? He could not think it
out ; he could form no plan of action ; he felt he must leave it all
to chance, and hope that with the terrible moment would come the
inspiration of words of comfort. His own mind was dazed, con-
fused, deadened by the very excess of his grief, and there was no
clear remembrance in his brain of the imperfect narrative given
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him by the officers of the Alert. Hence, as the boat was rowed
on swiftly beneath the grey dawn and on the tumbling sea, his
thoughts, like the rolling waves, rose and fell and reached no aim
and struck no shore. All within him was a heaving darkness,
thought on thought heaped confusedly, with only here and there
a flash of light showing him the goal of pain towards which he
floating. -

As the light grew clearer, so did the burden they bore grow
before their eyes a larger, crueller, ghastljer-thing to carry home
beneath the morning sun. While the darkness lasted they had
talked of it, looked down on it, and wondered over it, but, now
that the sun was shining on that white face, all eyes were averted
from it, and a solemn awe fell upon their anger, softening it to
grief for the living more than for the dead.

The green heights of Langarth were gleaming in the sun, and
the smooth beach of white sand at the foot of its rugged cliffs lay
glistening like crisp snow in its beams, when the boat crept in
guiltily on top of the crested waves. As she neared the shore,
the men’s weary hands wavered and shook, their strokes grew
slower and slower, the oars went down into the tumbling waves
and rose agam as uselessly as though they were but straws play-
ing in the water.

Harold saw the hesitation of the crew, and roused himself to
speak.

“ I will land,” he said, “ and go up to the house first, and pre-
pare Miss Carbonellis to bear the shock ; meanwhile you must
remain here—a little under the cliff if possible—till I return or
send you directions.” .

“All right, sir,”” answered the young| man Michael Prior.
“ But, when you speak to Miss Estrild, please, sir, be mindful
not to lay this crime to the charge of his own people. You won’t
forget, sir, what the officer said who spoke with us first—how
‘twas some one——some boy, he.said—aboard the ship that did it ?”

Harold turned on him a bewildered gaze ; it required an effort
to bring this back to his recollection—to hold indeed anything
upon his mind but the one overwhelming thought that he had to
see Estrild and tell her the terrible truth.

“I will remember,” he answered hurriedly. “ T will take care,
Michael, not to confoynd the innocent with the guilty. Now
row to the landing-place as quickly as you can.”

This lay within a tigg cove, crescent-shaped, on either side of
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which huge cliffs stretched their sheltering arms, breaking the
force of the great waves that rushed upon them from the outside
sea. In this little bay the waves ran in with a glad sound and
broke softly on its white shining sands, while the cliffs above
were green and fragrant with many kinds of sea herbage. Down
the face of the cliff, winding among rocks and bushes of golden
gorse and broom and white hawthorn, ran a zigzag narrow
path, worn by many feet, and cut in the old times before the
memory of man.

As the boat rounded the jagged peaked height on the eastern
side, and came in full view of this sequestered cove, lovely in the
morning sun, its shining sands smiling at the inrushing of the
soft glorious sea, Harold’s heart misgave him ; the gladness, the
joy, the life that seemed springing from earth and sea and sky
were too bitter a contrast, and for a moment his head sank upon
his hands and all around him grew dark as night.

He raised his eyes to see Estrild coming slowly down the
winding path, with face turned seawards and gaze fixed wonder-
ingly on the hoat.

The men saw her, and every oar instantly stopped its stroke.
Then Harold and Michael rose by one impulse, and stood before
the coffin to screen it from her sight. But they were too late.
The slight figure they were watching stopped suddenly and
gazed at them with wild eyes ; then a piercing shriek rang over

the sea, and they saw her throw her armns upward and fall upon
the path.

CHAPTER VI,

When Estrild returned to consciousness, Harold was leaning
over her; and his eyes met hers so full of tender anxiety and
love that her first impulse was to reassure him by saying faintly —

“I am well—quite well ; do not be alarmed for me.”

Then she half rose, leaning on his arm, and turned a quick
frightened glance towards the, sea.

[t lay spread out before her, a divine expanse of blue, the
deep mirror of a cloudless day, its swelling waves bearing for-
ward softly to the shore only the innocent whiteness of the spray,
which adorned their long ridges like sparkling jewels or rose like
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snowdrops from their liquid green. Across the whole heaving " At last a
field, from the soft rush of the waves on the white sands to where 3 face, and H
they dashed upwards against the blue dip of the sky at the hori- from his lips
zon, no black speck of boat or hull of ship was visible. B fixed gaze f

With a quick passionate sigh Estrild turned her eyes from the “So you }
blue solitude of the sea, and fixed them in questioning pain on '_ he was your
Harold’s face. A ot Est;'ild,’

“I saw the boat,” she said ; “and—and there was something 8 ... wild wit
in it I could not understand. It frightened me—I think I 8 “You ha
fainted. That was because such a dreadful fancy seized me ; but B from his em

-but it could have been only a delusion. The sun was in my g brought him
eyes, and it seemed to lift up a face from the boat. Oh, Harold, The horril
Harold, you are not speaking - you are not telling me it is buta 8 4, stupefyin;

dream !” = unreason.

“ My dear, dear Estrild, try to be brave,” | nerved hims

“ No, no ; there is no need for courage. After a night of ter- B taken.
ror, one is full of fancies ; and the sun dazzled me, and the sea- 3 “« Come h¢
mist wreathed itself into a strange shape. Harold, speak !” 8 will tell you

“My dearest, I cannot speak to deceive you ; what you saw & She rose
was no delusion.” 8 accepting his

The girl gazed at him with face growing to the hue of snow, W silent: \ﬁ,i]e
yet onoe more she grappled with a last faint hope—once more B night of sorr
she refused to believe the truth. J “So he wa

“Then some poor man is killed,” she said: “and you are B done.
cruel not to assure me that Tristram is safe on board the cutter.” “1 hope nc

“ My darling, how can I dare mock you with false hopes ? You W and the youn,
yourself saw our sorrowful burden only too plainly. I wishT S8 }is death occt
could have spared you the pain ; but you looked down from the & “ But you
height into the boat, and the sun was shining on all that ® insolent, and
there is left of the truest, kindest, bravest heart that ever beat.” 8 rough resolve

There was no answer now ; she slipped from his arm to the “1t is trie-
ground, and sat there with eyes turned seawards, and a frozen S8 relut antly.
look of white sorrow on her face, which made her seem a statue, 3 “ Are you t
all thought and feeling fixed in stone. B scorn.

Harold knelt by her side in silence, in patience mastering his 3 “ My dear,
fears, waiting till she should turn to him for comfort. The mo- 3 “Pity ! ” re
ments went by hot with agony, and yet slow and cold as water 8 10t to his assa
and time are to a drowning man. Harold racked his very heart 4 “My dear ]
meanwhile for words of consolation ; but grief and horror choked & “You are !
speech. Language seemed to him now as light and vain as the | with a hot col
withered leaves which the wind caught up and swirled away on a your pity and
contemptuous breath.
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At last a faint color rose in the stony whiteness of Estrild’s
face, and Harold, watching it, felt a deep sigh of relief break
from his lips ; but she did not seek for comfort or remove her
fixed gaze from the sea.

“So you have let him die,” she said bitterly and slowly ; “and
he was your friend and my brother !”

*“ Estrild,” he cried, striving to put his arm around her, “you
are wild with grief—you know not what you are saying !”

“You have let him die!” she repeated, freeing herself coldly
from his embrace. ** You went out to save him, and you have
brought him home dead! Do you expect me to be grateful ?”

The horrible cruelty of her words struck Harold like a blow,
so stupefying his senses that for a moment he did not see their
unreason. Then a strange rush of pity came over him, as he
nerved himself to bear this new strange shape that her grief had
taken.

“(Come home with me,” he said gently; “and as we walk I
will tell you all that has happened—so far as I know it myself.”

She rose at his bidding, without looking at him, without
accepting his offered help, and walked by his side cold, pale, and
silent; while he poured out fast and eagerly the story of the past
night of sorrow.

“So he was murdered?” she said calmly, when the tale was
done,

“I hope not, Estrild, Bear in mind that Captain Armstrong
and the young officer who first spoke to me both declared that
his death occurred through an accident.”

“But you have said that one of those men was rude and
insolent, and appeared to you to be holding back the truth with
rough resolve ! ”

“It is true—he did give me that impression,” Harold answered
relut antly.

‘“ Are you too screening him ?” Estrild asked, with mournful
scorn.,

“ My dear, dear love, you have no pity in your grief !”

“Pity | ” returned the girl. “I give my pity to my brother,
not to his assassin.”

“My dear Estrild, who is pitying him ?”

“You are !” she answered, flashing her eyes on him at last,
with a hot color rushing over her white face. “I have noted
your pity and sympathy in every word you have uttered.”

\

-
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Harold stood still in his walk, his heart beating painfully.
Could it be possible that thére was some truth in her accusa-
tion! Was his soul stirred within him with pity for the young
unknown hand that had wrought such misery, or was it only the
natural reaction of his feelings rebelling against Estrild’s in-
justice? At all events, he owned inwardly, with a speechless
moan, that his sympathy had for an instant flown from her to
follow the departing ship, and hover over an agony greater, he
fancied, than this cold stony grief of hers, He had looked for
the tears, the sorrow, the softness of a woman whom he loved
and could have comforted ; but when grief turned her to stone
he found not a word within his hurt soul which he could speak
tenderly.

" “You cannot answer me,” she continued, with increasing
bitterness. “ You have owned that Captain Armstrong was
tl'olﬁ)lod, not for Tristram, but for his slayer. And, to save him
from the consequences of his deed, he has sailed away whither
we know not.”

“But, Estrild, he was under orders to sail,” Harold said, with
a little shade of hardness in his voice,

“How do we know that? We have only his word for it,”
she answered sharply.

‘ Surely a gentleman would not lie to me at such a time !”

“ Not to save some one he loved ! Oh, you do not know yet
what love can do !”

Her lip quivered as she spoke, and for the first time a softer
look stole over her marble face. :

Harold was touched ; the pain he had felt at her words passed
away—he longed again to comfort her.

“ Love will not make a man lie, Estrild—at least I hope not—
though perhaps it might a woman. Believe me, Captain Arm-
strong spoke truly. Duty comes first to man in his position ; he
was compelled to obey orders, and the ship will return soon.”
“’Ah, but not with the assassin of my brother on board !” she
said, with scornful emphasis. * He will never be seen in Corn-
wall again—-he will be left safely in some other land.”

Harold could not gainsay this—his own suspicions did but echo
her words ; yet he tried faintly to argue against them.

“My dear Estrild, why imagine this unhappy lad anxious to
ggcape when innocent of all guiit? He cannot be punished for
an accident, no matter how fatal or terrible.”
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As Harold said this, they had both reached the top of the
ascent, and there lay before them the long green sweep of the
park, (lntted with noble trees, and, at the head of a far-reaching
slope, the old mansion of Langarth standing with its shadows
speechless round about it, as though sleeping pe: a.u-iull) in the morning sun.
e Rk _ At this sudden swht; of her home, coming upon her in its new
seater, he W aspect, as llldbtel]ebb and desolate, tlw hardne».) of ]’j‘h.tll]d 8 gngf
® gave way, a sharp cry escaped her, and, trembling visibly, she hid
her face in her hands. But she sought for no comfort from her
lover. She stood aloof from him and, without the relief of tear
or sob, battled with her passionate agony until she became calm
again.

Harold stood by in wondering speechless sorrow, not daring to
offer her a word of consolation ; he felt she would have thrust all
such words aside as importunate, and worthless as the dust which
the wind scattered in their path.

He ventured to come close to her, almost to touch her arm ;

R % then hep hands fell from her face, showing it very pale and reso-
aid, with o
lute.

“Give me a moment,” she said, in a low quiet voice. “Then
I will answer your argument.”

“There is no need, Estrild. Why should we argue? Why

ooked for
he loved
' to stone

uld speak

increasing
rong was
'save him
y whither

d for it,”

ime !”

v e passionately. “ Will you not hurry homewards and then lie

down and try to sleep "

“ You mistake me strangely if you think I could do that. I
never supposed you would misinterpret my duty in such a way.”

*“Oh, Estrild, Estrild, you make things very hard and bitter for
me !” Harold un('d )l(‘l(llll" at last to the angry dismay filling
heart and mind.

Bl By She looked at him as if not comprehending his words, and then
oou.”, ' spoke as though she ]m(,l not heard them.
rd!” she B “ Where is t,he boat ?” she said, turning suddenly seawards and

: shading her eyes with her hand. “Where have you hidden
Tristram? When I fainted you told the men to hide from my
sight.”

*“I wished to spare you, Estrild,” returned Harold, his voice
quivering with emotion and tenderness he vainly hoped to hear
in hers,

“You do not understand me,” she said, passing her hand over
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should we speak at all on this dreadful subject ?” asked Harold
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childish sparing of feelings for me now. I have to act, not weep
or wail or shut my eyes in sleep because there are sad sights to
look on. You have not answered me. Where is he? Where
is my dead brother ?”

Without an attempt again to soothe, to comfort, or to spare
her, Harold replied to her appeal in the simplest words.

“I ordered the men to hide beneath the cliff and wait there
till I gave them a signal that they might come on to the house.”

“Then give the signal now. Tristram and I will enter Lan-
garth together,” she said. “1 will wait here for him.”

Harold looked at her face—the face he had thought the
tenderest and sweetest in the world—and he saw that it was
white and unflinching, and he knew that all expostulation would
be vain.

“ As you will,” he answered ; and, going to the verge of the
cliff, he fluttered his handkerchief in the wind and called aloud
on Michael’s name,

But there was no response.

“ They cannot hear you or see the signal from this point,”
Estrild said impatiently ; and, hefore he could stretch out his
hand to hold her back, she had sprung to the giddy verge of an
overhanging rock and stood there unflinching, with a sheer
precipice of two hundred feet between her and the sea.

With an agony indescribable Harold saw’ her slight figure

sway upon this dreadful height, as she leaned over "the verge
striving to descry the boat. He stood immovable, not daring to
approach her lest his steps should ‘startle her and cause hel to
los:: her balance. So he watched in breathless anguish, till at
last she drew back and turned her face towards him with a wan
piteotis smile.

“They have seen me,” she said—* they are coming.”

“Oh, Estrild, come back to the path! Leave the cliff, I
entreat you!” he cried. .

“They are lifting him very gently,” she answered, leaning
over the verge again. “They will not hurt him.”

“ Estrild, Estrild, I implore you, come away ! ”

She waved her hand in an impatient negative ; his tortured
cry did but pass over her head like the wing of some importunate
bird not worthy of thought or heed.

He feared to speak again, for she was leaning so far over the
precipice that, to his excited fancy, the movement of a leaf
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804 whep : might suffice to fling her beyond the verge into the depths below.
S'gh,ts s ; At length, with a heavy sigh of relief, he saw her raise herself
Where ; from her bending attitude and stand erect for just a moment,
with gaze still fixed downward ; then she turned slowly from the
. pary 4 sea and came towards him.

- y “1 could not come away till I saw he was safe. They have

at t}wrf’; 3 placed him on the sands now,” she said.
B house. 3 Her voice was less firm, her lips were quivering visibly.
iter Lan- . Harold noted these tokens of returning softness thankfully. He
3 took her hand and strove to lead her gently towards Langarth ;
ught the 1 but she drew back, saying, with an instant return of firmness——

b 16 wae 4 “ Not without him. I shall wait here for Tristram. It is a
»n would . 3§ steep ascent, but he will not be long in coming. They will carry
™ him willingly ; they all loved him.”
© of the 3 She sat down upon a bank of heather, her hands in her lap,
ed aloud : her eyes fixed on the narrow path before her with a strange
glistening expectation in them which was dreadful to see.
Ly , Harold looked as her with such a mingling of grief and pain
8 point, : and wistful jealousy in his heart that he could scarcely refrain
- out his W giving vent to the musings of his vexed spirit. Her words,
ge of an ] “They all loved him,” rang in his ears. Yes it was true—they
a sheer % all loved him. He himself would have given his life for him
- 3 willingly ; and his sister loved him so dearly, so terribly, that
it figure = 8§ now she was angry because he had not died in Tristram’s stead.
he verge A And she could not bear to look into his face because he was
aring to W alive and well and her brother was coming up the path, a dead
e her to 4 man. Oh, it was true, and it was bitter! And the poor love
, till at i she had given him, which had flitted out of her heart now, was a
h a wan - mere pale shadow compared with the strongrooted love which
had grown about her life for years. Ah, he had no place in her
! grief for Tristram, no place in her thoughts, which were all
cliff, T % wound about the white face coming slowly, slowly up the toil-
. 1 some path towards her !
leaning “Itis a long way, and I cannot hear their steps yet,” said
Egtrild, her voice breaking on his bitter musing and rousing him
3 as from some painful dream. “I want to tell you quickly,
lortured 3 before they come, what I think and feel about—about that man
rtunate 3 you pity.”
s “ My dear Estrild, why should we talk of him with anger !’
ver the @ asked Harold wearily. * Let us leave him to the law.”
a leaf : “ Which will not touch him. No, I must tell you what I feel.
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[ have thought it out; I understand it now. The man was
guilty, If he were innocent, Captain Armstrong would have
given him up to you. He would have said, ¢ Here 4s the man;
he is willing to stand any investigation, any inquiry—let him bq
a prisoner till he is proved guiltless.” Harold you have not done
your duty by me and by Tristram. You should have seized that
man. Now he has escaped us forever.”

Her head sank upon her hands, but only for an instant ; and,
when she raised it, she fixed her tearless eyes as before on the
steep path.

Harold felt her words to be hard and unjust indeed ; her
reasoning as to the guilt of the unknown might have truth in it,

but there was none in her assertion that he ought to have seized
the man.

“Could I board a King’s ship and arrest,one of the crew by

force ?” he asked angrily.

“ Perhaps not,” said Estrild, in a weary voice. ‘ But there
will be no rest on earth for me till he be found. Oh, if I could
but see him once—only once be assured that he is a human
being ! ” :

“ Estrild,” exclaimed Harold, startled more even by her
strange tone than by her words, “ of what are you thinking?”

“ Hark ! ” she cried, starting to her feet. “ Do you hear what
they are singing?”

Yes; Harold heard and grew pale. It was the sad wild air
that had haunted him through his night journey—it was the
“ Crusaders’ Chant,” sung in soft, mellow Cornish voices to the
words of a burial hymn.

¢ Bing from the chamber to the grave '—
Thus did the dead man say ;
¢ A sound of melody I crave
Upon my burial day.

¢ ¢ Sing sweetly as you travel on,
And keep your footsteps slow ;
The angels sing where I am gone, .
And you should sing below.’ ”

The cortege was in sight now many feet below them still,
winding slowly up the path and hidden sometimes by its abrupt
turns or by the rocks and bushes that lined its jagged side.

“ Are the men mad,” said Harold to himself, “that they sing
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at such ‘a time as this, and to that tune™of all others in the
world 1”7

Estrild divined his thoughts, and turned her ashen-grey face
at once towards him.

“ Do not stop them,” she said. “It is a Cornish custom to
sing in bearing the dead. Let them sing on—they are doing
tieir best to comfort me.”

And surely the mournful chant had brought comfort, for tears
were in her eyes and the bitter hardness of her voice had broken
into tenderness. !

“ But | feared this singing to that strange air,” Harold began ;
but she held up her hand to stop him.

“Wae sing it always when a Carbonellis dies in—in this way.
Prior must have told them who rode to Langarth last night.”

“ My dear, dear Estrild —"

“ Ah, I cannot talk—I cannot answer you!” she cried, in a
dreadful whisper. ‘ He is coming—he is very near! Hush!
Let us listen.”

“¢Then bear me gently to my grave,
And, as you pass along,
Remember 'twas 10y wish to have
A pleasant funeral song.’”

The men were close upon them now, four of them carrying the
rough coffin—Cdrnish way—by the hand, not on the shoulder.
Every head was uncovered.

Estrild stood up, and Harold put his arm around her ; then,
with a burst of weeping for which he thanked Heaven, she clung
to him ; and after one look, she hid her face on his shoulder from
the sight before her.

Solemnly the men passed on, too pitiful to look upon her grief

only the deeper tone of their voices told that their hearts were
with her in her sorrow.

‘¢ Bo earth to earth and dust to dust;
And, though my flesh decay,
My soul will sing among the just
Until the Judgment Day.’”

Pitiful and brave the men lifted up their voices and rolled the
hymn strong, great and victorious against the pale morning sky.
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Comfort and hope sprang out of the sound. FEven in death
man- is king, and the ecrown of life sits or his cold brow.

The ancient nail-studded door was set wide open, and servants hid innbddesios
lined.the hall as to receive a royal guest, as the young master of ;
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EsTrILD’S reproaches and her apparent coldness had stung her
lover to the heart. Yet in her last few words, which betrayed
the superstitious horror lurking amid her grief, and in the cling-
ing touch of her hands, as at lenfrth she turned to him for help,
he found a gleam of comfort. These things, like the straw upon
the river, showed him, as he believed, whither the current. of her
thoughts tended. The mystery shrouding her brother’s death
had lnou"ht down upon her like an avalanche all the hereditary
gloom and superstition of his house, and she was irritated that

" no tangible evidence could be brought forward to disprove

her 'a."(mm'(l fear that her brother had fallen a victim to a
dreadful power beyond all human ken. To have such a belief
forced upon her was hateful ; hence her irritation, hence her
bitter disappointment that the slayer of her brother was not
seized and brought before her eyes to disprove by his veritable
flesh-and-biood presence that the bounds of this world had not
been passed, and no spirit from the “other side” had stepped
across its awful threshold to compass his death}

As Harold sat gloomily alone in the library, striving to eat
the breakfast which Prior had set before him, he thus en(lo(uour
ed to thread the labyrinth of Estrild’s t,houghts and see in them
a cause of her bitter injustice to himself.

That her thoughts ran this way he felt sure; and it was no
argument against their strength and gloom to say that they were
unreasonable and morbid. No, they must be fought with and
conquered by a better way than wordy counsels against the folly
of superstition. Such counsels he knew would fall into the
dark vague terror of Estrild’s mind unheeded ; they would be p—
lost there as the light fall of a few flakes of snow is lost instantly “ There will
in the sea. So instead of words there must be deeds ; instead of “ Miss Estri
argument there must be proof. “What do
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The “ human being,”. as she had passionately said, who had
glain her brother must be brought before a Court of Justice, and
hi% innocence or his guilt be proved by undoubted human evi-
dence. In the eye of day, in the face of indubitable fact,the mists
of superstition would be chased from her mind, and his own love
would be herself again.

The tender joy of the hope touched him almost to tears, and he
forgot for a moment the estrangement of Estrild’s looks and the
cold silence in which she had loft him ever since she had shut
the door against him and all the world, to be alone with her

rief.
. But was this a time for him to be angry because she chose to
weep alone and not in his arms 7~ Well, if she would not accept
comfort from him, she should-at least accept help. He would be
up and doing.

But, alas, the spirit may by willing, but the flesh is weak !
From the moment when he had stepped into the fated boat on
the Devonshire side of the Torpoint Passage he had not closed
his eyes in sleep ; and each hour of the twenty that had passed
since then had brought its share of weariness, excitement,danger,
and grief. Even now, as he forced himself to swallow food, he
felt the exhaustion of fatigue in every nerve, and with intense
sorrow he was fain to confess that an hour or two of rest was a
necessity before he would be fit for the work that he had set
himself to do. Meanwhile he would question old Prior as to the
best course to pursue. He knew the people and the place,
and would tell him to whom he ought to apply for aid in
his enterprise.

“Yes, sir, | understand youn,” said the old man, when Harold
had explained his project. ‘You want to hire a boat and pur-
sue \he cutter. Well, the best man to help you in that is an old pilot
called Daniel Pascoe ; he has a fast-sailing sea-worthy boat, and,
if any man can put you in the right way to catch the cutter, he
can.

“ Where does he live, Prior 1”

“Down to Langarth Churchtown, sirr My son shall show
you the way. Ah, Mr. Olver, there will 'be sad -changes here
now ! ”

“There will indeed, Prior,” returned Harold absently.

“ Miss Estrild will be in the power of a bad man, sir.”

“What do you mean 1” asked Harold turning to him now
with roused attention, D
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«T mean that Mr. Vicat is her guardian now ; and, if ever
there was a bad man that wore out good shoe-leather on God's

earth, he is one! T never thought to live to see Miss Estrild in
that man’s hands.”

* Vicat 1" repeated Harold anxiously. “I have heard of
him. He is roported rich, and he is related to the family, is he
not ?” '

¥  «QOnly by law, sir. His first wife was a sister of Mrs. Car-
bonellis. She died and left one son ; by his second wife he.has
other sons and daughters.”

Harold received this information as a matter of no great import-
ance. He could not imagine any mere uncle-in-law interfering
much in Estrild’s life, and, besides, in fourteen months she would
be of age, and free, he supposed, of guardianship.

«T think we need not be afraid of this Mr. Vicat, Prior,” he
said. “ A husband, you know, can stand between his wife and
a bad guardian.”

« Oh, sir, I hope the best ; but this is a sad day for us all, and
I fear it is only the beginning of misfortune!”

“ Now, look here, Prior,” returned Harold gravely—* I shall
be much annoyed if any talk of that kind reaches your young ¥
mistress’s ears. She has real sorrow enough without being trpubled %
I shall expoct &
you to keep all idle tales in the regions to which they belong. By- 8
the-bye, I thought we agreed that she was not to hear of the 3

by the superstitious fancies of ignorant people.

stranger who came to Langarth last night ?”

« Ah, sir, you and I hoped to keep that a secret ; but early this 3
morning, before daylight, the guard of the up-coach told the §
lodge-keeper all the story of thedark rider who outraced the |
Then, when the light rose, the woman came §
up here and saw Miss Estrild ; and she sent for me and asked if 3
that strange visitor had rung his warning note at our door. 1

mail last night !
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Harold heard this with an inward groan. Was it wonderful 58
that Estrild met him with a moody spirit tinged with all the |
superstitious gloom of her race ! And in his inmost heart, as he S8 ouse its ghost,
brooded now for a‘moment over the events of this black night, S8 cloud of such,
was he not obliged to own that a secret shadow of horror rested b wed by them ;
also on his own soul? The voice he had heard in the library as Swill shake thb ¢
he stood before the old picture might have been a delusion bor: Stime i
of his heated fancy ; but it was not the least strange that it ap-
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peared to him to be a Tristram’s voice ; and, if it should be
proved hereafter that this delusion came upnn hlm at the moment
of his friend s death, it would ever remain to him an unaccount-

able mystery. &Q
“ Well, Prior, T am sorry,” Harold id, “that this history
should have rmched your young mistress'and vexed her heart at
such a time. Doubtless it was this that made her go to the
beach ?”

“Yes, sir; and I thought to get there first and warn you of
her coming. But I was too late, though, knowing the tide was
out, I ran the shortest way through, the caves to the beach.”

Harold did not question the old man further; he perceived
mew that he had poured forth his story to the w*utm" crew, and
they, in spite of all they had heard at the cutter’s side, had in-
stantly accepted their master’s death as the supernntuml doom
which fell on+all his race. So they bore him up the cliff to the
air of the “Crusaders’ Chant,” the old sepulchral hymn which,
like the wail of a‘Sorrowful spirit, followed every Carbonellis to
his last home.

Harold felt now that in forcing Estrild to play this sad air to
him he had been cruel. He had thought to sweep away her
superstitious fancies by imposing on her this task ; but he per-
ceived now that it must have had the very opposite effect, and
the fact would strengthen all thé morbid terrors that filled her
mind. If she had only told him at what calamitous times this
sad chant was sung, then for worlds he would not have asked
her to ring it out beneath her white fingers., Yet he could under-
stand her snlence her unwillingness to let a single word of hers
strengthen her unseen terrors. He recalled the brave effort she
had made to play calmly and to lay no superstitious stress upon
the fact that she was playing the fateful music that a wildly
fanciful legendary people sang as the funeral hymn of her doom-
ed race.

“These Cornish folk are strangely superstitious,” said Harold
o himself. “ Every rock and wild heath has its legend, every
house its ghost, every mine its elf and goblin. Bloudxt up amid

cloud of such wild fancies, Estrild’s spirit must needs be shad-
bwed by them ; but T will take her away from all this. London
ill shake the cobwebs from her brain. As soon as this terrible
ime is over, I must persuade her to be my wife atonce. I am
esolved she shall not stay alone amid all the gloomy recollections

. o) RO N

PRI

TRk

LT v AP S




52

FROM THE OTHER SIDE.,

of this old place. In London she will forget them. Ah, yes,
surely I shall make her forget them when she is all my own !”

The grating of wheels and the prancing of horses on the broad

gravel sweep without roused Harold from his reverie. He
glanced at the window and saw a post-chaise and four reeking
horses driven by two post-boys, so called, though they were, in
fact, lean and battered old men. One of these dismounted and
clamoured at the bell with clumsy hand.

The sound grated harshly on Harold’s vexed ears.

All his

thoughts rushed in pained fear to Estrild’s room ; the clang would &

startle her sense bodefully with new terrors.

“Now who can these blundering people be who pay us a visit 8

at such a time?’ he said to himself angrily. “ Prior will send
them away, of course.”

But no ; to his surprise he saw the old man, with strangely

scared look, open the chaise door and help a stout Jady to des- =

cend. A gentleman, also stout, with a florid handsome face, fol-
lowed her. Both entered the house.

In another moment, as Harold rose in angry amazement, Prior 8

had set the library door open and announced—
“Mr. and Mrs. Vicat !”

7

CHAPTER VIIL

gentleman came forward with great composure.
“Mr. Olver, I presume ?” he said, in a p&]pous voice.

Then, as Harold merely bowed in reply, he turned round to .

his wife.
“ My dear, let me introduce you to Mr. Olver.
greatly interested, in making his acquaintance.”
“] am glad to see you.
you know,” returned the lady, ina frightened way.
I wish it hadn’t happened.”

“My dear,” said Mr. Vicat, “pray reflect before you speak. |

Rebellion at all times is bad, but rebellion against Providence s i iece—"

really unpardonable.”

At this rebuke Mrs, Vicat pushed her chair nearer to the wall §

and sat there silent,

1'HE stout lady remained timidly near the door, ; but the florid §
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“This is a sad dispensation, sir,” continued her husband,
turning to Harold.

“To what are you alluding as a ‘dispensation’?” asked Har-
old, his anger and contempt breaking through his voice.

“1 allude, of course, to my nephew’s death, of which I have
just been informed by that dear, affectionate, familiar old Brea.-
ture, Prior ; but we went into no details. I presume it happened
about a week ago?”

“Tt happened last night,” said Harold, shortly.

“Dear me! Now that is strange—that is remarkable!. A
short illness, I suppose ?”

In his exasperation”and grief Harold rose and walked to the
window, and the question of Mr. Vicat’s was answered with his
back to that gentleman.

“There was no illness. My dear friend lost his life by an ac-
cident on board the revenue cutter. And I think,” continued
Harold, turning now and facing his interlocutor with indignant
mien, ‘ that this is not a time at which his sister can receive
visitors.”

“Quite so. I am glad to hear you say so,” returned Mr.
Vicat, with much satisfaction. “It relieves me, you see, of the
painful task of saying that at such $ad times a bereaved family

88 should be left to themselves.”

Harold grew white. He thrust his hands into his pockets,
for they tingled with a very natural desire to seize Mr. Vicat by
the collar and fling him outofthe window,and it required a strong
remembrance of Estrild and of the solemn stillness of that sacred
room above him to hold him back. With the thought of this in
his heart, he refrained and forced himself to speak quietly.

“1 acknowledge no right in you, Mr. Vicat, to question my
presence here. My position with regard to Miss Carbonellis
makes it a duty on my part to remain to protect her and carry
out her wishes,”

“My dear sir, I am qujte aware of your position ; but it ap-
pears to me you are in amazing ignorance of mine,” returned Mr.
Vicat, with exceeding suavity. “ Now don’t let us quarrel, but
permit me to state the case simply. Miss Carbonellis is my
niece—"

“ By marriage—by law only,” interposed Harold, sharply.

‘““Granted, by law ; but T am her guardian also by law, and,
my nephew heing dead, I am now her sole guardian; and I am
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also sole executor and sole trustee under her father’s will,” re-
sponded Mr. Vicat, rolling out his words with slow unction.
“This is the position in which the law places me.’

He paused a moment here as if awaiting some contradiction ;
but Harold was in no condition to give him any; he was in
absolute ignorance relative.to the truth or untruth of this state-
ment. Seeing him silent, Mr. Vicat continued, in the same ex-
asperating soft way

“1 have said sufficient, Mr. Olver, to show you that until my
niece comes of age—which will not be until she is twenty-fivé.—
I have a perfect right to question anyone’s presencg in this
house. But—don’t mistake me ”—putting up his hand to stop
Harold’s speech—* I have no desire to do so with regard to your-
self. In this, asin all other things, I shall consult my dear
niece’s w1shes and I hope she and I shall always be of one
mind.”

“The man is lying,” said Harold, to himself bitterly. ¢ My

poor darling, she shall escape from this thralldom quickly ! Once

r”

my wife, I defy him to mJux@ her !
This was the young man’s thought, and it brought a quick fire
into his eyes, and firmness to his voice.
“ Excuse me, Mr. Vicat,” he said dryly, “but I shall await

some confirmation of your statements from Miss Carbonellis be- |

fore I accept them as correct.”

“] can pardon your doubts, Mr. Olver.
are only very slightly a,cquamted with my niece’s family affairs,
or, indeed, with herself.”

w3 have been engaged to Estrild .for six months,”
Harold,

years.”

“ My dear sir, I know the whole history of your acquaintance |

” and Mr. Vicat waved his hand toward him as if dis-
as a mere bagatelle,

with her,
missing the matter

introduced to her for the first time.
twenty months ago.
brother in their excursion to Switzerland ;
that tour that the engagemont you speak of took place.
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fference of opinion between him and me respecting them. He

did not tell you that?”

“No ;I never heard him mention your name,” and Harold’s
voice shook slightly as he spoke.

A rush of indignant feeling, mingled with a thousand recollec-

MW tions of that sweet and tender time when his love was young,

had for a moment so quivered round his heart that’ he could not
command himself to speak firmly.

“ Ah, poor Tristram was always very reticent as to his family
onnections,” observed Mr. Vicat, rubbing his ‘hands together
omplacently as he regarded Harold’s evident discomposure.

“ And so is Estrild,” broke in Mrs. Vicat, suddenly. “I am
gure I never was so surprised as when she sent for us.”

“Sent for you!” echoed Harold, staring in intense amazement
t the hitherto silent awkward figure that had now broken forth
nto this strange utterance.

“ Did you suppose we had come without an invitation?” de-

“I certainly did,” returned Harold, “and, in spite of Mrs
"icat’s assertions, [ shall continue to suppose so.”

“ Well, I don’t wonder to hear you say that,” burst ogt Mrs,
"icat, with a childish laugh, “for it was such a queer inzit;ttion
hat I hardly knew how to take it myself.”

“My dear, my dear,” expostulated her hushand, “you permit

yourself at times to make such strange remarks that realiy I

hall be obliged to you if you keep silent. There was nothing
pxtraordinary, I assure you, Mr. Olver, in my niece’s invitation
bxcept, perhaps, that she might have written it, instead of send-
ng a stranger to our house to say that our presence was needed
ere immediately.”

“Yes, a most singular person, who would not give any name,
and who made me quite nervous,” said Mrs. Vicat, hurrying her
ords out with great speed, as evidently in fear of a sudden
heck. ‘1 had been dozing on the sofa, and I awoke with sort
pf feeling that some one was looking at me like—like— What’s
hat thing in poetry, my dear, that kills people? Oh, 1 know—

basilisk—yes, like a basilisk! Well, and I was all of a shiver,
nd he was standing opposite to me ; and wher I stared at him,
he said :

“ ‘I have come to deliver a message. Your presence is need-

bd at Langarth. Will you tell your husband that 1’
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“ And with that he was gone.
that, when I rubbed my eyes and roused myself, I took it for a
dream. There, that’s the truth. But Mr. Vicat took it seriously,
and so we started in a post-chaise the next day. And—and here
we are, at the cost of a pretty penny, too.”

“I don’t count cost where my niece is concerned,” respond
ed Mr. Vicat, with a flourish of his hand. * And now, sir, you
can comprehend why I observed that it was remarkable when
you informed me that my dear nephew’s death was only last
night. Naturally I had concluded that it was in consequence of
his loss that my niece had sent for me.” 4

“She certainly never sent for you,” returned Harold, firmly.
“The whole thing is a mistake. Mrs. Vicat, as she rightly
Jjudged, was dreaming when she imagined the presence of a mes-
senger from Langarth.”

“ Well, that’s j
same hurried wajy) fas if she expected an instantaneous stopper on
her speech, which\ghis time certainly arrived.

“My dear, I must insist upon your being silent,” interposed
her husband. ¢ All this talk is very irrelevant to our purpose.
We are here to take our natural and legal position as Estrild’s

guardians, not to discuss Mr. Olver’s doubts as to a messenger %

from her having called upon you or not.”
‘“ Excuse me, I have no doubts on the subject,” said Harold,
‘““and a reference to Miss Carbonellis will settle the point.”
“Yes, Ishould like to ask her the question. I feel so odd
about it altogether ! ” exclaimed Mrs. Vicat. * No, Anthony, I
won’t be stopped! You can’t put a cork in my mouth always !

I will have my say out! And I repeat that it was extraordinary

that no servant could recollect letting that man in; and he
gave no name. To be sure, the milkman was at the door ; he
might have come in then.”

Mr. Vicat gave his big shoulders a slight shrug, as if to shake %

off the overflowings of his wife’s idle babble, and then addressed
himself to Harold.

“ Messenger or singular dream, if my wife will have it so, is a §

matter of little consequence,” he said, sententiously.  The fact
remains that my nephew is dead, and the duties of my position
render my presence necessary to my niece. My first duty will
be ~”

And it was so odd and sudden 3

st what I think,” began Mrs. Vicat, in the i
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ind sudden S dyties by a slight scream from his wife. At her delight at hav-
ok it for a B ing accomplished one or two speeches without being smothered,
; seriously, "8 (1o had removed from her modest seat near the wall, and be-
and here S8 {.ken herself to an arm chair near the fire,« She was standing
Sl 1.efore this now, with her face flushed and a look of terror in her
,” respond- 8 light-blue eyes.
1w, sir, you « What is the matter now, Louisa?” asked her husband,
cable when 3 sharply, his pompous manner and his suave delivery both lost
s only last S8 i), unmistakable rage.

iequence of « Matter 1” she cried. “Why, I am frightened—that’s what’s

4 8 the matter! There is the gentleman I saw—or his picture—

)ld, firmly. S8 it's all the same ! ”

she rightly % “ A man is not quite the same as his picture,” returned Mr.

e of a mes- S8 Vicat, with much contempt. *“ You are dreaming again, I sup-
! ose.

cat, in the 8 e No, I am not. There is his potrait against the wall where

stopper on "W T was sitting. I could not see it till I moved over here.”
: “ Do you mean this painting?” asked Harold, touching the
interposed S8 fallen potrait of the Black Crusader. * You could scarcely have

ir purpose. S seen this gentleman, I think.” .
s Estrild’s & He spoke in a quiet, mocking voice, but was vexed to feel that

messenger 